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CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCTORY. 

In 1849 I resided for a few months near the famous 
fishing village of Newhaven, on the shore of the Firth 
of Forth. Within a stone's oast there was a cottage, 
where a stranger also sojourned. He was apparently 
a morose, imsocial being, and frequently as I had met 
him during our mutual wanderings along the sea-sh(»:e 
from Gfranton to Cramond, I had never yet succeeded 
in inducing him to enter into conversation. He was 
a taU, gaunt, dark-complexioned man, of fifty, or 
thereabouts, and although invariably attired in a very 
plain, not to say coarse fashion, there was a something 
in his mien that stamped him a gentleman bom. His 
aspect was wild and melancholy, and his voice had a 
bitter, wailing intonation, suggestive of a life of 
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sorrow and strife — ^perhaps also of sin and crime. I 
grew interested in this singular personage, and know- 
ing that his landlady was a sworn gossip of miney I 
availed myself of this channel to acquire information 
concerning him. All that even his own landlady 
knew, was, that he came to the neighbourhood of 
Newhaven a twelvemonth before, and had ever since 
been her lodger. The name he gave was Marmaduke 
Dunraven, an "unco queer-feuahed" name, as she ob- 
served; but what his profession was, or had been, she 
coidd not even guess. He appeared to have a small 
yet regular income, lived economically, and paid her 
pimctually. He had not a single acquaintance, 
shunned all observation, and was exceedingly re- 
served. He spent his time out of doors in sea-side 
rambles, and when in doors, did nothing but write, 
and pour over old manuscripts and books in divers 
imknown tongues. He would sometimes mutter to 
himself what she called "heathen gibberish" for hours, 
when a "dark fit" came over him, but she nevertheless 
thought him a good man at heart, whatever his for- 
mer life might have been, concerning which she had 
"her misgivings" — ^and instanced several acts of 
charity and real benevolence he had performed to- 
wards the poor fisher folks and their families. His 
correspondence was very limited, for he had only re- 
ceived three letters during his year's sojourn. And 
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this was all that honest Luckie Macrae oould tell of 
her inexplicable lodger. 

One evening I pondered the matter over, and, 
shaMng the ashes out of my pipe, exclaimed, "There 
is a Mystery in our Tillage — ^unquestionably, a Mys- 
tery!" 

About a week subsequently a fearful storm raged 
all day and night, and firom my window I watched 
the foaming sea with great anxiety, for I knew that 
a large fleet of the open fishing-boats were out. As 
I looked sympathizingly at the groups of fisher- wives 
in their picturesque attire, I thought how moumfally 
true was the song of " Caller Herrin':" — 

" Wlia*Il buy caller herrin' ? 
Thej^e bonnie fiflh and hailram fairin' ; 
WhaTl buy caller herrin' 

New drawn firae the Forth ? 
When ye were sleepin* on your pillows 
Dream'd ye ought o' our puir fellows, 
Darkling, as they fkced the billows, 

A' to fill the woven willows? ♦ 

** WhaTl buy my caller herrin' ? 
They're no brought here without braye darin' ; 
Buy my caUer herrin', 

Te little ken their worth. 
Wha'U buy my caller herrin' ? 
Oh ! ye may call them vulgar fairin' ; 
Wives and tnitherSf *maist despairin*, 

Ca*themUve8 0*menl** 

* "Woven willows" — £,&, the ereel, a species of basket in which the 
fisher-wives carry the herrings for sale. 

B 2 
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A bright oalm morning suooeeded the stonn. I 
mingled amoif§; the fisher-folks, all of whom knew 
me by sight, and asked what tidings they had about 
their friends at sea. A diversity of opinion prevailed; 
but I was glad to learn that the oldest and most ex* 
perienoed conoluded that the boats had run for shelter 
into the harbours along the south-eastern ooast. 

As I was returning home who should run out of 
her cottage to aooost me but Luckie Macrae. The 
good woman was evidently much excited, and the 
moment she came up she vehemently cried — 

''Eh, sir! but what an awfd' nicht I hae gane 
through! Ye hae heerd, nae muckle doot, aboot 
ita'P" 

I imagined she alluded to the storm, and the dubi- 
ous fate of the fishermen at sea, but she quickly 
undeceived me. 

" 'Deed it's no that. Ye dinna ken, but oh, sir, 
ye tnaun gang intil the hoose and see him ! Hell no 
last mair than till the turning o' the tide, I'm think- 
ing, and what maun a puir lone body like me do in 
siccan a strait P Lordsake, sir, come alang, for ye 
can speak wi' him, and will understand him, and 
that's mair than the likes o' me can do." 

"What, is it your lodgerP Is he iU, or dying, as 
se^m BO £Emoy P" said I, astonished. 
Fancy ! deil hae't, there's no a bit o' huoy aboot 
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it. The doctor says he canna bide ower the day, and 
it's no impossible he may flit-awa' in twa or three 
hoors. Eh, Lordsake, it's a' thegither extraordnor' !" 

Shocked at this intelligence, I unhesitatingly ac- 
companied Luckie into her house, where she bade 
me sit down a moment in her own little parlour, ere 
introducing me to her dying lodger in his room over- 
head. 

'^ Bide a wee, sir," said she, and bustling to the 
closet, she brought forth a bottle and glasses, saying, 
"Ye maun e'en tak' schnaps afore ye gang intil yond' 
puir creetur, for ye will see an awsome sight, and 
aiblins hear uncanny things, I dinna ken. T^h^ gir, 
the way he has talked and maundered all night lang 
was fearfa' ! " 

She then rapidly related to me the whole history 
of his sudden iUness. It appeared that he was in his 
usual health until the previouis morning, when the 
postman brought him a letter, and when he had read 
•it she avowed that he gave an "eldritch screech," and 
raved like a man demented. She was alarmed, and 
attempted to soothe and condole with him, supposing 
that he had received news of some domestic calamity, 
but he took not the sKghtest notice of her presence, 
and after reading the fatal letter over and over again, 
he thrust it in the fire, and in a state of frightful 
agitation opened his drawers and cast heap after heap 
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of papers and doouments on the floor, all of which 
he suoceBfidyely thrust between the bars of the grate, 
muttering to himself like a maniao all the while. 
Poor Luokie was so alarmed that she ran out of the 
room, and he instantly locked himseK in, and re- 
mained tolerably quiet for several hours, until she 
was startled by a heavy faU on his floor, succeeded 
by struggling. Eunning up stairs she knocked at the 
door, but received no reply beyond a stifled groan. 
Luckie then flew for help, and the door was forced 
open by the fishermen she had summoned. An ap- 
palling sight met their view. The books and other 
little properties of the unfortunate gentleman were 
scattered in every direction, and he himself was lying 
in an insensible condition on the floor, soaked in blood. 
At first they imagined he had out his throat or stabbed 
himself, but they soon perceived he had simply burst 
a blood-vessel from mental excitement. He was im- 
mediately placed in his bed, and a doctor did all that 
human skill could to promote his recovery. The un- 
happy man by degrees became fully sensible, and his 
first enquiry was addressed to the doctor, whom he 
besought to tell him whether he was or was not in 
mortal danger P The reply, couched gently but im- 
plicitly, was in the affirmitive, whereupon the patient 
manifested little emotion, merely remarking that for 
bis part he was not in such love with life as to murmur 
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at the prospeot of exchangmg it for a better state of 
being. The doctor felt it a duty to pointedly ask 
poor Dunraven whether he would not wish for his 
Mends to be instantly communicated with, but the 
response was a stem negative. In vain did the wor- 
thy doctor press the point, for Dunraven decisively 
replied that there was no one living whom he cared 
should know whether he was alive or dead. 

The doctor gave imperative orders to lAidkie and 
her gossips to keep the dying man — ^for dying he was, 
and no earthly power could long avert the doom — as 
quiet as possible ; and meanwhile he sent a friend of 
his, a clergyman, to visit, and pray with and for the 
friendless stranger. Dunraven thanked the minister 
for his attendance, listened attentively to his religious 
exhortations, and fervently cried "Amen" to the 
prayer uttered on his behalf by the kneeling divine. 

All night the landlady said he had remained awake, 
and notwithstanding his bodily exhaustion his mind 
was evidently preternaturally active, and he had mut- 
tered to himself for hours in a way she could not 
understand. The doctor had repeatedly called and 
done his utmost, and now he had just told her that 
her lodger could not possibly survive the day. 

When Luckie concluded, I expressed my anxious 
wish at once to visit this mysterious man, and she 
led me to his room* On entering, the woman in 
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attendance made a sigir of caution, as the patient had 
sunk in a troubled sleep. I stepped lightly to his bed, 
and silently contemplated the appalling example be- 
fore me of the consequences of yielding to imbridled 
passion, no matter how evoked. He laid flat on his 
back, with both arms stretched on the outside of the 
coverlet, and the clothes partially thrust oflf his breast 
by his own unconscious act. His lineaments were 
deadly white — ^and this struck me the more as, when 
in health, his complexion was very dark — ^but calm 
and indicative of extreme physical prostration. His 
features were strongly marked, and his grizzled hair 
was yet matted in some places with gouts of dry blood. 
A small streak of bloody foam slowly oozed at the 
comers of his mouth when his lips nervously twitched. 
Both hands were firmly clenched, and once or twice 
he uplifted and slightly shook them with what seemed 
a menacing air. 

In a few minutes he gave a prolonged sigh, and 
awoke. He turned over on his right side, and his 
wild dark eyes gazed first at his landlady and then 
at myself. He recognised me instantly, and nodded 
his head, but did not speak. I drew nearer, and 
expressing my sympathy with his condition, said 
that I had taken the liberty to call upon him to 
oflfer my services in any shape he would command, 
adding that I knew by personal experience what it 
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is to be stretched on a bed of sickness in a strange 
land. 

He smiled faintly, and offered me his hand to 
shake. 

" You are very kind, sir," said he, " but you are 
in ^Tor when you suppose me to be a foreigner." 

" Pardon me, but cannot I communicate on your 
behalf with your Mends ? " 

"Friends!" exclaimed he, bitterly, "I have no 
Mends, and if I had, I would rather die unknown 
to them." 

" It is very shocking ! " I involuntarily murmured. 

" Not more shocking than true ; " was the cool re- 
sponse. " But you mean kindly — ^pray be seated." 

I willingly complied. 

" My hours," resumed he, "are numbered — ^it may 
be my very miuutes — ^and I wish to turn my face to 
the wall. You are a stranger, but you say that you 
will do all that you can for me ?" 

" Your last wishes shall be solemnly fulfilled to the 
utmost in my power." 

" Thanks." 

He beckoned to his landlady, and poor Luckie ap- 
proaxjhed, with her apron to her eyes, for with all his 
eccentricities, she had grown much attached to her 
lodger. , 

" Open the bottom drawer," said he, pointing to 

B 6 
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Bt cabinet, " and bring the box you will find in it." 
Luekie did as desired, and drew forth a .small iron 
box, which she placed on a chair within his reach. 
He pressed a secret spring in its side, and the lid flew 
open. He then emptied the contents on the coverlet 
of the bed, having previously been propped up with 
piUows at his own request. Those contents appeared 
to be souvenirs. There was a locket or two, a small 
French Testament, a pocket compass, a silver snujBf- 
box, a finely embroidered muslin handkerchief, a 
curious gold seal, a book-mark of green silk, and a 
miniature portrait in a plain ebony case, with a long 
black ribbon looped to it. The dying man took up 
one article after another, and I observed that he set 
his teeth firmly together as he did so. The embroi- 
dered handkerchief he clutched in his hand, and his 
lips quivered with suppressed emotion as he laid it by 
his side. One by one he replaced in the box every 
other article except it and the miniature. The latter 
he held in both hands, and gazed at it absorbingly. 
At length tears started in his eyes and slowly trickled 
down his wasted cheeks. I obtained a single glance 
at the portrait, and perceived that it was that of a 
beautiful girl, with her autograph at the bottom. 
What the name was, however, I did not decipher. 
He grasped the handkerchief anew, and pressed it 
to his face, murmuring — 
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** There, it has wiped away the last tears I shall 
ever shed ! " 

The next momeiit he imprinted a long, olinging 
kiss on the niiniature, and passing the ribbon round 
his neck, placed the portrait over his heart with the 
back part of the frame uppermost. Then he thrust 
the handkerchief upon it, and carefolly buttoned his 
shirt over all. I guessed what was about to ensue. 

Turning to me, he fixed his piercing eyes fall on 
mine, as though he wouM read my very soul, and 
hoarsely cried — 

" Tou will sacredly keep a promise you make to a 
dying man, unknown though he be ?" 

" By my dearest hopes, I will ! " 

" Then hearken. When I am dead let no hand 
remove this miniature and handkerchief from my 
cold breast — let no eye even look upon them — and 
let them be buried with me. Do you promise?" 

" Most solemnly I do." 

" Swear it ! " exclaimed he, with startling energy, 
suddenly taking the little French Testament from the 
box, and placing it in my hand, "swear by your 
faith in this book that you will do all that I require!" 

I kissed the Testament, and exclaimed — 

" I will do it, so help me, God ! " 

"I am cpntent," sighed he, sinking back, "and 
now I shall die happily ! " 
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The landlady oflfered him a mixture left by the 
doctor, and he swallowed it with avidity. Then he 
roused himself, and exclaimed almost cheerfully — 

'^ My time draws nigh — death is shaking my last 
sands of life ! " 

" Do you ^hinlr your dissolution so near ?" said I, 
whilst a feeling of profoimd awe crept over me ; for 
never yet had I sate by a death-bed, and witnessed 
the last struggle between time and eternity in a mor- 
tal breast. 

" Ay," murmured he, rather soliloquizing than re- 
plying to me, " for she hovered around me last night, 
radiant in her immortal loveliness — a loveliness won- 
drous even on earth, but transcendent now that she 
soars on angel-wing in Paradise — and she pointed 
Heavenward, and smiled, and beckoned m^ to come 
and share her blissful abiding place for aye. Ere 
another midnight I shaU be with her." 

" To whom do you allude ?" I ventured to ask. 

An inexplicable smile flitted athwart his linea- 
ments, and a dazzling unearthly gleam shot from his 
eyes. 

" What have I been saying ? It is nothing ! " and 
the smile deepened in its mysterious potency. 

He passed his hand once or twice over his brow, 
and then in a low abstracted voice asked for his 
writing-desk. It was held to him, and opening it, 
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he took from out a private drawer a small roll of 
bank-notes. 

"Here," said he, "you see all the money I am 
possessed of— but no matter ! there is more than I 
have lived to spend." 

" Have you any instructions to give for its dis- 
posal?" 

"Why, yes, 'twill be better. Write down what 
I dictate." 

I dipped a pen, and taking a sheet of paper pre- 
pared to write down literally his last bequests. 

" I have here," said he, " seventy-five pounds. I 
wish to be buried as privately and cheaply as possible. 
Eemember that." 

" It shall be as you desire." 

" Not at this place," continued he. " Take me to 
Cramond* churchyard — 'tis a sweet spot, and I have 
often thought of late that Tshould like to sleep there. 
Near the wall are two grand old sycamore trees, and 
I wish to be buried between them, for when the wind 
blows, their gnarled interlaced limbs will play a re- 
quiem as wild and melancholy as his life has been 
who will rest below." 

I shuddered at this strange fancy ; but I had my- 

* Cramond is a fine old village a few miles ftuther up the Firth, and, 
although close npon the shore, it is embosomed with trees, and situated 
in the midst of lovely rural scenery. 
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self often stood beneath the churchyard wall, and 
listened to the very peculiar eerie moaning the feui- 
tastic limbs of the ancient trees in question make in 
windy weather, and therefore I knew Dunraven's 
mind was not wandering. 

" Eear no sculptured emblem, no stone, no memo- 
rial over me, but plant a red-rose tree at my head, 
and a cypress at my feet. /SA«," sadly added he, "was 
the rose, and / the cypress." 

After a pause — " Be sure," reiterated he, eagerly, 
" that you raise no stone ; let my grave be nameless; 
let there be nought to indicate where the wanderer 
found his final abiding place on earth." 

I carefully noted down all he said,, and assured 
-him that his minutest requests should be literally 
complied with. 

" And now," resumed he, " for the disposal of my 
little all. Let the physicfian and those who have at- 
tended me be duly paid, and when the expenses of 
my funeral are also deducted, I bequeath the entire 
residue of the money to my honest landlady here. 
She is a poor widow, and has been unremitting in 
her kind attentions to me during the whole of my 
sojourn with her." 

Poor Luckie was so overcome at this speech that 
she sobbed like a child, and moaned — 

" Nae, nae, it's you who have been owre gude to 
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me and my poor«feytherless bainiB, for ye hae a kind 
feeling heart o' yeer ain, and I always said it ! Eh ! 
it's no the siller that I wad value a bodle, gin' I 
could ainly see ye weel ance mair." 

Dunraven looked kindly at her, and shook his head 
in silence. He next bequeathed to me the whole of 
his books, manuscripts, and little personal souvenirs, 
in spite of my reluctance to accept them. He was 
peremptory on this point, and at length I acceded. 
His worldly matters were now arranged, he said, to 
his perfect satisfaction, and he sank back for awhile, 
and covered his eyes with one hand, whilst the fingers 
of the other rapidly opened and closed over the cover- 
let, with that clutching motion so common in the case 
of the dying. Soon he aroused himself, and requested 
that the window of his room, which overlooked the 
sea, might be thrown wide open. This was done, 
and as he reclined back on the piUows he had a fall 
view of the beautiful broad Firth, and the sunlit hiUs 
of the opposite coast of Fife. Long and earnestly, 
with an expression of mingled pleasure and pain^ did 
he gaze, and his eye glanced understandingly at the 
different vessels in sight — some at anchor in the roads, 
others xmder sail up or down the Firth. 

"Never more,"* exclaimed he, sighing heavily, 
" shall I feel the boimding motion of a buoyant bark! 
Many's the cruise that I have made on nearly every 
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ocean and sea of this world, but my voyage of life 
is ended, and I sliall soon anchor in the ocean of 
eternity." 

" You have been a sailor ? " 

'^ A sailor ! ay, and what is more than a sailor, a 
thorough seaman," answered he, emphatically ; and 
even in the hour of death an expression of stem pro- 
fessional pride uplit his speaking lineaments. "There 
are countries, sir^ where the name and fame of the 
Count of Elsinore will be remembered generations 
hence ; and when they speak of the noble Eover of 
the Baltic, they will not forget his faithful friend and 
officer, whose last moments you, an imknown stran- 
ger, have generously come to soothe." 

" A rover ! " ejaculated I. 

" I have said it — ^and truth is generally uttered by 
dying lips." 

" And were yow," I half whispered, " once a ro- 
ver?" 

" I shared the fortunes of my noble and dearly- 
loved friend, the Count of. Elsinore ! " answered he, 
firmly, and in a manner that forbad farther question. 
But he added, in a gentle and significant tone, " I 
have bequeathed you all my papers, and you will 
learn from them whatever you wish to know of the 
career of us both." • 

A deep silence ensued, broken only by the smo- 



COUNT OF EL8IN0BE. 17 

thered sobs of Luckie Macrae. The day was warm 
and still — ^not a breath of air was wafted through the 
open window. Dunraven continued to gaze steadily 
on the glittering waters of the Firth, but his mind 
was far away ; he was mentally retracing the stormy 
adventures of his youth and manhood — adventures 
which I now began to fear were of a dark and fearful 
nature. 

Suddenly a swallow flew in through the window, 
swifty winged its flight thrice around the room, and 
then fluttered over the head of the dying man, whose 
pretematurally bright eyes were rivetted upon its 
movements. Finally, with a mournful farewell twit- 
ter, it brushed closely past his face, and darting forth 
into the open simny aii^was seen no more. 

** Ah," exclaimed Dunraven, " well do I xmderstand 
ye, creature of God ! " 

This expression, I thought, intimated that he ac- 
tually regarded the visit of the bird as a message 
from the imseen world of spirits to warn him that 
his last moments were at hand, and he possibly also 
associated its presence with some events in his history 
then unknown to me. 

" Bring me thQ wine and the goblet you will find 
in yon old sea-chest ! " was the extraordinary direction 
he immediately afterwards gave to Luckie : " There 
is," continued he, " at the bottom of the chest, my 
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sea-oloak, in which you will find the flask and goblet. 
That battered old chest has been my companion in 
all my voyages and wanderings, and the doak was a 
gift of my mother when first I went to sea. I wish 
it to be spread over me for my pall ! " 

I promised him that this wish should be complied 
with ; and when Luokie had carefally unrolled the 
cloak, she found, to my astonishment, a long-necked 
flask of wine, and a large antique Venetian crystal 
goblet, cut in the most exquisite style, and enriched 
with sparkling gems, and precious stones, and gilded 
devices. She mechanically brightened this sump- 
tuous goblet, and Dunraven received it with flashing 
eye. 

" See ! " cried he, holding ii forth, all glittering in 
the warm sunbeams, '^ this has been an heirloom in 
my family for four long centuries. My father used 
it only on high festivals, and the night before his 
death he drained it for the last time. Since then it 
has never once been filled. I am the last of my race, 
and it is meet that I quaflf my death-draught from it 
ere it passes into the hands of the stranger. To you," 
added he, addressing me, " I bequeath it." 

I was^so amazed at all I saw and heard, that I 
could only bow my acceptance of the gift. 

"That wine," he resumed, "is of a name and 
quality befitting the lips of a dying man. It is a 
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flask of rare Cyprus, which onoe-was my father's, 
and I have always preserved it for an occajsion like 
this." 

He here motioned to the landlady to unoork it. 
She did so, and he reoeived the flask in one hand, 
and grasping the heavy goblet in the other, steadily 
poured forth the wine to the lees, and the goblet was 
brimfdl. The rioh, dark old Cyprus mantled and 
creamed in its matured strength, and the eye of 
. Dunraven gleamed with a species of flerce exultation 
as he watched it till the last bubble rose and burst on 
the surface. 

He slowly raised the goblet to his lips, and never 
lowered his hand until he had drained the last drop. 
Then he calmly kissed the goblet, set it down by his 
side, and in an unfaltering but xmearthly tone, ex- 
claimed — 

«AU is ended!" 

The next moment he sank heavily backward, and 
without word, or groan, or sigh, or sign, his spirit 
fled to its final account. 

I sacredly kept my oath to the departed. No 
prying eye gazed on the miniature and handkerchief 
on his breast — ^his cherished old sea-cloak was his 
pall — all his wishes were scrupulously fulfilled. He 
was buried precisely where he had indicated, and 
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heart- warm tears were shed o'er his grave. A red- 
rose tree was planted at his head, and a cypress at 
his feet, and the huge old sycamores of Cramond 
churchyard yet moan a requiem over him. No stone 
indicates who rests below ; but the cypress casts its 
shadow, and the red-rose sheds its perfumed leaves 
over the Rover's grave, and the redbreast, in autimm, 
hops twitteringly away when a stranger approaches 
to silently muse o'er the nameless mound. 

I foxmd that his books — ^now mine — ^were all stan- 
dard works in EngKsh, Latin, French, Spanish, and 
Danish; but the autograph their fly leaves once bore, 
had been, in every instance, carefully obliterated. 
Every scrap of writing had been destroyed with the 
special exception of the large packet of manuscripts 
he had bequeathed to me. I had not the heart to 
open this for several weeks, although I knew that 
imless its contents would cast a light on the history 
of the deceased, his secret must have perished with 
him. 

At length I examined it, and found that it con- 
sisted of a great variery of papers and documents 
in different hands, together with divers letters and 
closely- written sheets of notes and memoranda. At 
the first glance I was confused by the apparent incon- 
gruity of the subjects these papers treated of, but on 
a more regidar perusal, incidents which had seemed 
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inexplicable and contradictory, proved consonant, and 
each formed a link of a chain. Wild and romantic 
adventures — deeds of daring — ^the most powerful pas- 
sions of human nature — ^the worst and the best emo- 
tions of the soul — ^these formed the groundwork of 
the canvas, so to speak ; and in the foregroimd stood 
forth a few pre-eminent actors in the drama. Dun- 
raven himself was a prominent character, yet a subor- 
dinate one. It was palpable that a material portion 
of the facts related in these papers had &om time to 
time been made public — ^but the bare facts only — and 
other portions which alone could elucidate the mys- 
tery enveloping .the main incidents, and enhance their 
interest, had hitherto remained profoundly secret. I 
now held the key to the entire Bomance of Eeality ; 
and as Dunraven had bequeathed me the papers 
without any restriction as to the use I might be in- 
clined to make of them, I seriously debated in my 
mind the propriety of condensing them into a narra- 
tive of actual facts. So far as Ihmraven himself was 
concerned there could be no objection to this, but as 
regarded others, mature consideration convinced me 
that I should not be morally justified in doing such 
a thing. Were I, however, to weave the narrative 
into a fictitious shape — to give Eeality the outward 
garb of Romance — ^no possible harm could accrue. 
So have I done. 
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CHAPTEE n, 

THE CASTAWAY. 

DuBiNG the smnmer of 18—, the British barque 
Camperdown was sailing on the Baltie sea, homeward 
bound, from St Petersburg. One stormy night the 
barque was on a taok under dose-reefed topsaib, a 
few leagues to the eastward of the large Danish island 
of Bomhohn, when a man on the look-out reported 
to the mate who was in charge of the watch, that 
whilst the moon shone clear of the wild dark clouds 
scudding athwart the skj, he had fancied that he 
saw a fragment of a wreck a-head to windward. 
Thereupon the mate procured the night-telescope, 
and with its aid he distinctly made out a large spar 
floating atop a wave, and evidently drifting rapidly 
towards the barque. There was something attached 
to the spar, but ere he could distinguish what it was, 
the entire object disappeared in the trough of the sea. 
A few minutes later it was again in sight, at a much 



COUNT OF ELSINOKE* 23 

less distanoe, and then the mate oould positiyelj dis- 
cern that a human being was clinging to the spar. 
On this, he ran below to inform the captain, who 
hurried on deck, and promptly ordered the ship to 
be steered so as to near the unfortunate castaway, 
whilst a boat was made ready for lowering. 

In a brief period the ship was hove-to, and the 
boat was launched and pulled towards the spar. 
When alongside the latter, the sailors foimd a man 
lashed to it, in a state of extreme exhaustion. With 
great difficulty, owing to the chopping sea, they cut 
the rope and lifted him into the boat, whence he was 
speedily transferred to the barque. He was too weak 
to speak, and the humane captain immediately had 
him conveyed to the cabin, stripped, and placed in a 
berth. Stimulants were then administered, and his 
body was swathed in warm blankets. He speedily 
revived, and evidently a night's rest was all that was 
requisite to render him quite convalescent. All night 
he slumbered heavily, and occasionally murmured 
words in a foreign language. 

The dress of the shipwrecked man, thus providen- 
tially rescued, consisted of a pair of seaman's trousers, 
made of fine blue cloth, a belt of richly embroidered 
crimson silk (worn in a roll), with pendant tassels 
descending from the left hip to the middle of the 
thigh. He had no jacket nor vest. His shirt was 
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of white linen of extraordinary fineness. He wore 
thick Iceland stockings, and light shoes, with corions 
silver buckles. In the belt was stuck a keen-edged 
dagger in a leather sheath, ornamented with brass. 
The hilt of the weapon was covered with closely- 
twisted brass wire, affording a firm grip for the hand. 
In the trousers' pockets were foimd a few foreign 
coins, and a large antique silver snuff-box, with a 
lengthy inscription in Danish on the lid. 

In person, the unknown was of the middle height, 
but his frame of prodigious muscular development. 
His hairy chest was of extraordinary breadth, and 
his limbs were gigantic in size, and one solid mass 
of muscles, bones, and sinews. . His hands were finely 
shaped. His head was comparatively small but well 
shaped, and covered with long flossy hair of a very 
light colour, almost silvery. His features were clear* 
ly and finely cut, and their extreme delicacy imparted 
to them quite a feminine — ^and yet not an effeminate — 
expression. His eyes were large, and in colour light- 
blue. He wore neither whiskers, beard, nor mous- 
tache, and his coimtenance was of that rare kind 
that requires no such manly embellishments. I^pm 
the lobes of his smaU ears, exquistely chased gold 
rings were pendent ; and on the little finger of his 
left hand he wore a massive gold signet ring. A 
deep scar, as though from a cutlass slash, disfigured 
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his left shoulder, and another oicatrioe, apparently 
caused by a musket ball, in his right side, were 
observed and commented upon by his rough but 
kindly nurses. Obviously he was a mariner — ^yet 
one of no common stamp— and a foreigner; probably 
a Scandinavian, or, possibly, a Bussian. His age 
appeared to be thirty odd. 

During the night the weather moderated, and al- 
most a calm ensued by daybreak. The kind-hearted 
captain of the Camperdown had repeatedly looked at 
the slumbering stranger to see that all was going on 
weU with him, but the latter did not awake &om his 
sleep — so deep as ahnost to resemble a trance — ^tiU 
noon. The captain was writing at the cabin table 
when he heard a movement in the berth — ^which was 
an open one — ^and turning round, he perceived the 
unknown sitting up and gazing at him with an air 
of singular perplexity. The 'captain smiled, and 
exclaimed — 

"Tou wonder where you are, ehP Tou have fallen 
into good hands. Do you imderstand English ? '* 

The stranger gazed steadily at his interrogator, 
and then replied — 

" Yes, I can speak English a little, sir ! " 

"A little! why you speak it as weU as myself;" 
and in truth he did. "How do you feel yourseK 
nowP" 

TOL. I. C 
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" I am nearly well, and I feel very grateful to you 
for prefierving my life," was the grave and emphatic 
reply. 

"Ay, yours wm an escape ! But touch-and-go is 
a good pilot, as we say. As to myself I only did 
my duty — ^no more than what any man would have 
done." And the captain briefly related the manner 
in which his guest was rescued fix)m the wilderness 
of waters. 

The foreigner listened with perfect composure; but 
his voice had a tone of anxiety as he asked the name 
' and destination of the ship. 

"The barque Camperdown of Leith, homeward 
bound firom St. Petersburg. I am her master, and 
my name is Charles May. But we will overhaul 
these matters by-and-by. Can you get up, and are 
you himgryP" 

Both questions were answered in the afiSrmative, 
and the captain at once ordered the steward to spread 
the table with the best he had. The stranger's own 
clothes, which had been dried, were handed to him, 
and he attired himseK in them with an air of quiet 
Satisfaction. 

"What dandies and fantastic feUows these foreigners 
are ! " muttered the captain, as he observed the care 
with which the man disposed his crimson belt, and 
adjusted its pendant tassels. Having done so, he sat 
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down to table witli his hospitable entertainer, and 
ate and drank of all that was offered with an appetite 
that vouched for his perfect convalescence. Captain 
May congratulated him; but a quiet bow was the 
only response ; and although he plied his knife and 
fork without intermission, the stranger was abstracted 
and profoundly thoughtful. The captain, however, 
naturally thought he had a right to a^ some ques- 
tions, and when the repast was ended, he intimated 
as much with a seaman's frankness. His guest made 
a gesture of assent, and regarded him with a keenly 
scrutiniziQg gaze. 

"What countryman are you P'' was the captain's 
first interrogation. 

" Danish," was the laconic reply. 

" You speak EngUsh wonderfully well ! " 

" I was taught it when a child, and I have lived 
in England." 

" And what are you P— do you foUow the sea P" 

" A seaman need hardly ask that ! " 

" True, brother, there is a sort of freemasonry 
about us mariners, whatever be our country or our 
colour. Was your ship wrecked last night P" 

" She will never float again : not two of her tim- 
bers hang together!" was the reply, spoken with 
great deliberation, and some bitterness of tone. 

"AU hands lost P" 

o2 
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"J am saved — ^thanks to you ! " 

" Ay, but are you the only one P" 

" I believe so; yes, I must be the only man saved." 
These ominous words were uttered in a singularly 
composed manner. 

" Bless my heart," ejaculated the honest captain, 
"that's dreadful! Poor fellows! Well, it's a fate 
we seamen must always be prepared to meet ; and 
sooner or later it does overtake not a few of us. And 
how did it happen? Did the craft strike on the 
Jomfirureef ?" 

For a moment the Dane hesitated, and then he 
hastily exclaimed — 

"Ah, that frightful reef! its jagged rooks have 
been the death-cradle of many a brave ship ! " 

" That they have ; and a close shave past them I 
once had myself in this very ship," rejoined the cap- 
tain, who was too straightforward to notice that the 
reply of the Dane was a dubious one — a dexterous 
evasion of a point-blank query. " And the ship was 
Danish?" 

"Yes." 

"Whither bound?" 

" Copenhagen." 

"Where from?" 

"Stockholm." 

" And I suppose you were skipper ?" 
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The Dane slightly nodded, and then shook his 
head sadly. 

" Well," cried the worthy captain of the Camper- 
down, "I daresay it is a painful thing for you to talk 
about, but have a heart. The best of ships are often 
lost, however weU officered and manned, so cheer up, 
brother. I dare say that your owners will not be un- 
reasonable when they hear all ; and maybe I shall 
meet you again in command of a better craft by- 
and-by!" 

Had the honest Englishman been a man of greater 
penetration he would have perceived that his guest 
did not exhibit much despondency; but to the re- 
verse, was impenetrably calm and phlegmatic. He 
appreciated, however, the captain's kindly sympathy, 
and a momentary smile uplit his fair and delicate 
features. 

" What was your vessel P" resumed the captain. 

" A brig-skonnert." 

" Ay, that's what we call a brigantine, or an her- 
maphrodite brig. And her name ? " 

" Enighteens Minde.'' 

"That's Ghreek to me! Please to write it down 
that I may copy it correctly in my log." 

So saying he handed pen and paper to the Dane, 
who complied with the request, not without a furtive 
smile. 
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"And now tell me your own name, and write it 
also, for I never can spell any foreign name rightly 
except by copying it. What is yours P " 

This simple and natural question had a singular 
effect. The Dane started, and gave a rapid searching 
glance all round, he lifted his head erect, his breast 
seemed to expand, his light blue eyes, so soft in re- 
pose, gleamed keenly, and even fiercely, his placid 
features flushed with an unmistakable air of defiant 
pride, and his finely-cut lips distinctly enunciated in 
a firm, measured tone-^ 

" I am Lars Vonved ! " 

" Oh, you are Lars Vonved ! " echoed Captain May, 
staring in open astonishment at the attitude and ex- 
pression of his singular guest ; and then he muttered 
to himself; " Who is liars Vonved, I wonder. The 
fellow seems as proud of his name as if he were a 
Lord High Admiral!" 

Whatever might be the secret thoughts and feel- 
ings of the Dane he instantly resumed his self-pos- 
session and quiet air. He not only wrote his name 
as desired, but added the date and a few words, and 
requesting sealing wax and a light, he affixed a seal, 
using for that purpose the signet-ring on his finger. 
Then he handed the paper to Captain May, saying, 
in a pecTiliarly impressive manner — 
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^' Keep this oarefally, the day may come when it 
will prove of service to you," 

Suipnsed alike at the action and the words, the 
captain gazed curiously at the document — as it may 
be tenned — ^which read thus : — 

" * lEkiighteens Minde.' 

<< < For Charles May, Captain of the Camperdown, 
oflieith. June 28th, 1&— . 

"'Laks Vonved/" 

The words were written in the peculiar style used 
by Scandinavi^s ; and the signature of " Lars Von- 
ved" itself w« a very large, bold, and remarkably 
complicated Qothic autograph, of a kind to be in- 
stantly recognisable, and almost impossible to suo- 
oessfally imitate. The seal bore a coat of arms, 
consisting of an eagle flying with a double-edged 
sword in its beak, above a ship in fcdl sail. A motto 
in Danish encircled these emblems, and Captain May 
inquired its meaning. 

'^ It refers to the emblems, and means in English, 
^ The ship mmt sail svnftly lest the eagle d/rop the sword 
on her deck !^^ 

'^Well, that's past a plain seaman's comprehension; 
its mysterical to me ! " exclaimed the simple-minded 
captain. 

" It has a secret meaning, Captain May ! " 
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" So it muflt, Heir Vonved ! And I suppose that 
is your family arms P'* 

*^ Not so ; it is the private symbol I have myself 
assumed." • 

" Do you know, Herr Vonved," oonfidentially ob- 
served the honest veteran shipmaster, ^^ that I myself 
have sometimes thought of getting a seal out with 
emblems, as you call them, of my own invention or 
choosing." 

'^ Indeed, Captain May ; and what do you propose 
to have engraved P" said Vonved, very blandly. 

'^ Why, what do you say to a compass in the centre, 
and a marlingspike on one side, and an anchor on the 
other, for supporters, and waves at the bottom, with 
' 0. M.' for my name P Ship-shape, eh ! Nothing 
mysterical about thatP^ 

" Capital, sir ! A better and more appropriate de- 
vice could not be desired I " responded the Dane, with 
a look of arch amusement. 

" Ay, ay, Herr Vonved, I say nothing about your 
own affiedr, though it is a little too high flown, and 
hieroglyphical to my fancy ; but let an old sea-dog 
like me alone for inventing a real mariner's seal." 

" And what is to be your motto P" 

" My motto P What — ay — ^what do you think of 
the three L'sP" 

"The three Us!" 
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*^ Ay, Latitude, Lead, and Look-out ! We seamen 
call them the ^ three L's,' you know, and a ship would 
be badly navigated were they not all attended to." 

^' ExoeUent, Captain May ! I admire your taste, 

BIT. 

The old captain smiled complacently, and placing 
Vonved's autograph between the leaves of his log- 
book, he cordially cried — 

" Well, Herr Vonved, I hope to safely land you at 
your own port of Copenhagen, where I have to take 
in some cargo ; and meanwhile you are heartily wel- 
come to shore my cabin, and we shall have time to 
become better acquainted, and to overhaul our old 
logs together. I'm going on deck, now." 

" And I will go with you ! " 

They ascended together, and Vonved, after looking 
aloft, and keenly scanning the horizon in every quar- 
ter, and glancing at the compass to ascertain the 
ship's course, courteously thanked the mate for the 
share the latter had taken in his own marvellous pre- 
servation overnight, and then requested to see the 
look-out man who had first perceived him floating 
helpless on- the spar. The man was called, and 
Vonved spake a few kindly words to him expressive 
of his gratitude, and gave him all the money in his 
pocket, which included a Frederick d'or, and two or 
three other gold pieces. The bluff English seaman 

c5 
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did not wish to accept them, but the Dane insisted 
that he should. 

Several vessels were in sight, aU at a considerable 
distance. One of them, evidently a very small craft, 
by-and-by attracted the especial notice of Lars Von- 
ved. His gaze was intently rivetted on her, and at 
length he said — 

" I think I know that Danish joegt ! " 

"A Danish joegt, is she?" cried Captain May. 
" You have keen eyes, Herr Vonved ; T could not 
swear whether she is a Danish joegt or an English 
sloop at this distance, by the naked eye." 

Vonved eagerly seized a telescope, but hardly had 
he levelled it ere he lowered it again, and cooUy 
slapped the joints together, whilst a smile of singular 
meaning flitted over his features, 

" Do you know her ?" 

" You shall see, Captain May ! " and springing on 
the quarter-deck bulwark, where he steadied himself 
against the spanker boom, Vonved untwisted his 
crimson silk sash, and held it fluttering out as a 
signal. This sash was about a dozen feet long by 
two or three in breadth, and in the centre were three 
large white stars, horizontally disposed. 

Captain May levelled his telescope at the strange 
vessel, to curiously watch whether the signal would 
be noticed or answered, and in a couple of minutes, 
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to his astoniflhinent, he beheld a group of four or five 
men hurriedly gathering together on the quarter-deok 
of the little orafb, one of whom was gazing with a 
telesoope at the barque. It was obvious that the 
signal had abready attracted notioe. All doubt was 
exchanged for certainty, for the flash of a gun was 
immediately seen, and the Danish joegt put forth 
every stitch of canvas, and stood towards the barque. 

" WeU, this beats Marryat's signals hoUow ! " ex- 
claimed the astonished old captain, as Vonved leaped 
on to the deck, and deliberately folded his sash, and 
rolled it round his waist again, belt fashion. " They 
keep a sharp look-out in that craft." 

" It is their duty to do so," calmly rejoined Vonved. 

The little joegt overhauled the barque so rapidly 
that it was evident she must be a wonderfully fast 
craft, and when she reached within a few cables* 
length hove-to, and a Norwegian pram — a small and 
peculiarly shaped light skiff that will, live in the 
heaviest sea — ^put off from her side, manned by two 
seamen, who swiftly pulled to the barque. In a few 
minutes the pram was alongside, and holding on by 
a boathook at the mizen-chains. 

Lars Vonved, in a tone of prompt command, hailed 
the men in the pram, who both took off their caps in 
respectful salute to him. 

" Hvorledes gaaer det P" (How is it?) said he. 
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"Eedt godt, Oapitain Vonved!" (AU is right, 
Captain Vonved ! ) responded they. 

Vonved turned round to the master of the Cam- 
perdown, and pointing significantly to the pram and 
to the joegt, he grasped his hand and wrung it wann- 
ly, saying— 

" I must now leave you, Captain May, and believe 
me that I shall never forget that my life has been 
saved by your ship ! Some day or other I may have 
an opportunity to prove my gratitude ! " 

" Never mind that ; but good-bye : and I wish you 
well ! " heartily responded the captain, who began to 
feel like a man in a dream. 

Vonved lightly swung himself into the pram, and 
as it pushed off he stood erect, and laying his right 
hand on his heart, bowed gracefully, and exclaimed, 
with deep emphasis — 

" Preserve what I wrote for you, Captain May, it 
will be of use hereafter ! *' 

In a brief interval Vonved was on board the joegt, 
which fired a farewell gun, and filling away, went 
off in a direction totally opposite to its former course, 
and soon was a mere speck on the horizon. 
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CHAPTEE in. 

LARS VONVED. 

In a week's time — ^having had head winds — ^the 
Camperdown put into Copenhagen to ship some goods, 
and Captain May waited aa usual on the British con- 
sul. After transacting the customary business, the 
consul said — 

"By-the-by, did you pass near Bbmhohn this 
homeward passage ? " 

" Yes, sir, a dozen miles or so to the eastward." 

"When waa that?" 

" About seven days ago." 

" Indeed. Well, it was just about that time a very 
extraordinary and awful occurrence took place, intel- 
ligence of xwhich has reached Copenhagen, and is 
causing immense excitement. Here is the account 
given in Fcedrelandet — a daily paper — of this morn- 
ing, which I will translate to you." 

The consul took up Fcedrelandet^ and read as follows — 
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" Advic5es just received from Bomholm, communi- 
cate intelligence of an appalling nature. The public 
is aware that for some months past all trace has been 
lost of the renowned fredlos,* Lars Vonved. It was 
believed either that he had perished, or that he and 
his reckless crew had betaken themselves to another 
part of the world. We now learn that Vonved was 
. ashore on the island of Bomholm about ten days ago, 
and that one of his own men betrayed him by giving 
information to the commander of the troops stationed 
at Eonne. A plan was immediately arranged to cap- 
ture him, and this was effected the same night without 
any resistance ; for as soon as Vonved saw that it 
would be madness to defend himself — ^he being alone, 
and surrounded by armed men — ^he quietly surren- 
dered. He was conveyed on board the *Falk' (Hawk), 
brig-of-war, which had just arrived, and placed -in a 
strong room in the hold ; but by what seems a fatal 
oversight on the part of the unfortunate commander 
of the brig, the desperate prisoner was not ironed. 

" The * Falk ' lay at anchor a mile or two from the 
shore, and shortly after sunset on the 27th — ^the even- 
ing of the outlaw's capture — a horrible explosion took 
place, and the vessel was blown to pieces. Of all on 
board only one man escaped. He was picked up by 
a boat from the shore ; and he states his belief that 

* Fredlos— «. e. outlaw ; proscribed man. 
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Lars Vonved, knowing the doom that awaited him 
at Copenhagen, by some means broke through the 
bulkhead that separated him from the powder-maga- 
zine, and crowned his long list of crimes by delib- 
erately blowing up the vessel, preferring to perish in 
this manner rather than on the wheel. The single 
survivor is also of opinion that through some culpar 
ble negligence of the officers Vonved was not even 
searched; therefore, supposing he had a dagger or 
strong knife concealed on his person, he might soon 
cut his way into the powder-magazine : and this is 
probably the plan he adopted. 

" Many mangled bodies of the hapless crew have 
been washed ashore, but no remains of the arch mon- 
ster himself have hitherto been identified. Doubtless 
he was blown to atoms when he applied, the fatal 
match." 

Captain May listened to this narrative with feelings 
of extreme perturbation, which was increased when 
the consul said — 

" Did you hear the explosion ? " 

" No, sir, we neither heard nor saw it. Probably 
we were too distant, and it was a stormy night, too. 
"What had this outlaw done, sir?" 

" Eather ask what he hadn't done ! " answered the 
consul. "If only half that is said of him be true, 
he was a very incarnation of mischief and subtlety. 
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For the last half dozen years his name has struck 
terror in the hearts of his countrymen — ^that is, if 
they really are his countrymen, for although he spoke 
Danish like a native, and resembled a Dane personally, 
there is, I believe, a mystery about his birth : for the 
authorities were never able to satisfactorily learn 
whence he came, nor who were his relatives. The 
name itself — ^provided it be genuine — ^is rather Swed- 
ish than Danish; but the man himself always avowed 
he was a Dane, and it has even been strongly ru- 
moured that he is of a most noble and ancient family. 
He must have begun his rover's profession betimes, 
for, I think, he could not be much above thirty when 
he thus closed his fearful career." 

" But his crimes, sir ? Was he really a rover ? " 

"What, Captain May! Have you really never 
before heard of Lars Vonved, the Baltic Eover?" 

" No, sir, I have not ; but it is a dozen years since 
I was last up the Baltic." 

" Ah, that accounts for your^ignorance. Why, he 
was a smuggler, pirate, and soforth; dyed in the 
guilt of a thousand crimes! Such at least is the 
story, though some people aflfect to disbeKeve the 
greater portion of his alleged misdoings. All I know 
is that he has been repeatedly captured, but always 
escaped, either through bribing his guards, or by the 
dexterity and dauntless courage, and tremendous 
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personal strengih, he is alleged to possess. I think 
it must be nearly five years since he was condemned 
to work in chains a slave* for life, but he escaped the 
first time he was set to work on the roads. Subse- 
quently he was recaptured, and many additional 
atrocious crimes being laid to his charge, he was then 
condemned to be broken alive on the wheel ; but the 
very night before the day appointed for his execution 
he escaped from the Tughthuus in a marvellous man- 
ner. What is stranger than all, although a very 
heavy price was set on Ids head, dead or alive, none 
of the outcasts with whom he was more or less con- 
nected ever betrayed him, and his own crew were 
said to be thoroughly devoted to him. It would 
seem, however, if this newspaper account is correct, 
that one of them has proved a traitor at last." 

"After all, the rogue must have had his good 
points, then," bluntly observed the captain. 

" Yes, I believe such was really the case, and very 
romantic stories have been told of his generosity, and 
songs have been written and are popularly sung about 
his exploits." 

"And what sort of a fellow was he, sir?" 

The consul gave an accurate description of Vonved, 
explaining that he had never seen him, but that the 
Danish authorities had caused lithographed portraits 

* In Dtomark oonvicts are called '^ slaves." 
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of the outlaw, with a fao-simile of his autograph, to 
be extensiyely oiroulated to aid in his identifioation 
and arrest. 

" Tou would know his hand-writing then, sir P" 

" Undoubtedly ; but why do you ask ?" 

By way of reply, the captain opened his pocket- 
book and handed a paper to the consul. 

"Camperdown of Leith, June 28th — ^Lars Vonved," 
read the latter. " Good heavens ! how came you by 
this?" 

Captain May related the whole adventure. 

^' The man bears a charmed life ! " cried the amazed 
consul. " He is proof to fire and steel, and so he will 
ever be till the thread of his destiny is reeled off. 
And you say that he eat and drunk with you, and 
expressed his gratitude ? " 

"He did, sir." 

" Well then, depend upon it that he and his law- 
less crew will never harm you nor yours. He never 
was known to break his word to Mend or foe, and so 
far from injuring any one who ever served him, even 
imconsciously, he wiU risk life to repay them. Take 
back your precious autograph. Captain May — ^it is a 
sort of pass bearing the sign manual and seal of a 
potent rover — and preserve it carefoUy, resting as- 
sured that if Lars Vonved scuttles half the ships that 
sail on the Baltic, your barque will never be of the 
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number. Ah, had you only known who was your 
g^est, and had olapped him in irons, and brought 
him to Copenhagen, I verily think the king would 
have made you a knight of the Dannebrog ! You 
have missed both money and honour." 

"And I'm not sorry for it," burst from the honest 
British tar. " like any honest. God-fearing mariner, 
I hate and abhor a rover, and heartily wish him a 
short thrift and a hempen necklace to swing him like 
a jewel-block at the yard-arm, as he merits. But, 
sir, it was God's wiU that we should save his life, and 
I would not have given the man up imder such dr- 
oumstances, even had I suspected him to be what 
you describe. A miscreant he may be — ^ay, must be, 
if he is really a rover — ^and he did throw dust in my 
eyes with his yam about losing his craft on the Jom- 
fru reef — ^but, somehow I can't think he's half so 
black as they paint him." 

" Well, perhaps not ; but let me give you a bit of 
earnest advice, Captain May. Keep your agency in 
letting him loose on the world again a profound se- 
cret, for I can assure you that the Danish government 
would look very black if they heard of it. And what 
they wiU say or do when he suddenly turns up again, 
all ripe and ready for mischief, is more than I can 
imagine. To give you some idea of what this despe- 
rate outlaw is capable, read this English version of a 
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popular ballad, desGnptive of his escape from the 
doom I before mentioned as pronounced against 
him." 

Lan Yonyed in strong dungeon lay, 
Condemned to die at dawn of day, 
A black-robed priest he came to pray 
At midnight with Lars Yonyed. 

<* Oatlaw, repent I *' the holy man 
His ghostly counsel thus began ; 
"Confess! repent I for short's the span 
Allotted thee, Lars Yonyed." 

" We all must die— Heayen*s will be done ! 
And yet I hope to see the sun 
Bise many a day ere my race be run I *' 
Undaunted cried Lars Yonyed. 

" O, clasp thy guilty hands and pray 
That outraged Heayen in mercy may 
Pardon e'en thee— for at dawn of day 
Thou'lt surely die, Lars Yonyed!" 

** More merciful than man is Heayen ! 
And by all my hopes to be forgiyen* 
I tell thee, priest, thou oft has shriyen 
Worse sinners than Lars Yonyed." 

" That cannot be," the priest replied, 
" For guiltier wretch yet neyer died 
Than thou, who*lt perish in thy pride, 
At dawn o* day, Lars Yonyed I " 

Lars Yonyed gaye a laugh of scorn — 
** Think not, good priest, the coming mom 
Will see the fearless heart out-torn 
From the bosom of Lars Yonyed ! " 

"Farewell, thou boasting fool I I go 
And leaye thee to eternal woe ! " — 
" Nay, good priest, do not leaye me so ! " 
Softly cried Lars Yonyed. 
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The priest turned round, and ere he knew, 
Was pinioned, and his mouth gagg'd too. 
His robe stripped of^ and his hood of blue. 
By the outlaw, bold Lars Yonved. 

''Sir priest, I must make free to borrow 
Tour dress awhile— but do not sorrow, 
Thefll set you free at dawn to-morrow, 
So fitfewell I " cried Lars Yonyed. 

The watchful guards as they let him pass. 
Said—" Holy man, has he ta'en the mass ? 
Does he repent?" «< Ah no, alas I 
Too hardened is Lars Yonyed I " 

At dawn o' day the dungeon door 
Was open flung, and on the floor 
They found the true priest groaning sore, 
But flown away, Lars Yonyed I 

" Is this ballad founded on fact, sir?" inquired the 
captain. " Can it be true that Vonved really escaped 
in the way it relates ? " 

"Such is the popular belief; and I never heard 
any other version of the escape that he undoubtedly 
effected." 

" Welly sir, I am quite taken aback by the whole 
afiBEtir. To think that a rover has been in my ship — 
that he has slept in my berth — ^that he has eat and 
drunk with me at my table I " and the worthy old 
captain flushed with mingled feelings of amazement, 
indignation, and incredulity, at the recollection. 

Although Captain May kept a discreet silence con- 
cerning the outlaw's preservation, some of his crew, 
hearing of the explosion of the Danish brig-of-war, 
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naturally related the droumstance of having rescued 
a man floating on a piece of wreck in the locality 
where the catastrophe happened. This speedily 
reached the ears of the authorities, and the whole 
truth was wrung from the reluctant captain. 

Proclamations were immediately issued in Copen- 
hagen, and distributed all over Denmark Proper, and 
the Danish Islands, and Sleswig and Holstein, de- 
noimcing the new and crowning enormity that Lars 
Vonved was positively accused of having committed, 
and relating his own marvellous escape. So impor- 
tant was his recapture deemed, that the Government 
increased the price on his head to the sum of two 
thousand five hundred specie-dalers (£562 10«. ster- 
ling), and offered a free pardon to any accomplices 
who would betray him. 

The Danish people, generally, were divided between 
horror of the alleged atrocities of the outlaw, and of 
a species of superstitious admiration of the almost 
superhuman manner in which he had hitherto escaped 
paying the forfeit of his deeds. By an idiosynoraoy 
of human nature, the most detestable and monstrous 
criminals, if renowned for feats of brilliant and suo- 
cessful daring, rarely fail to exdte interest and fearful 
sympathy in the breasts of the majority of their 
countrymen. Even the philosopher, -^o justly con- 
demns the immorality of this morbid feeling, often 



COUNT OF BLSINORB. 47 

himself feels its infiuenoe. Thus it was that the last 
reputed exploit of the greatest modem outlaw of all 
Scandinavia, the renowned Baltic Eover, added thou- 
sands to the ranks of those who half-admired, half- 
shuddered at his name and fame; yet the very heavy 
blod-penge (blood-money) tempted many to watch 
every opportunity of achieving his capture, or of ob- 
taining information that would lead to it. Besides 
this, so far as the sailors of the navy, and the land- 
soldats, and officers of justice were concerned, it was 
their especial duty to hunt him down, independent 
of the reward, and that duty they were aU anxious 
to perform. So extreme was the official activity now 
displayed at every Danish port, and along all the 
coasts of the mainland and islands, and so strong 
the assurance of the Governments of the diflferent 
countries bordering on the Baltic, that they would 
use their utmost vigilance to arrest the outlaw if he 
ventured to land on their territories, that the prospect 
of Vonved's final escape seemed indeed slight. It 
must be borne in mind that the Baltic is a large in- 
and sea, and that passports are most strictly required 
to enable the bearer to land, or to travel through the 
countries bordering upon it. What likelihood was 
there of Vonved obtaining one, even under false 
pretences? And even if he did, he would almost 
certainly be recognised from the description of his 
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remarkable person, ere he had travelled many 
leagues. 

Wagers were freely laid in Copenhagen that the 
Baltio Eoyer would be seized, dead or alive, within 
thirty days. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

"the little amalia." 

The vessel which received Laxs Vonved when he 
bade adieu to his kind preservers of the Camperdown, 
was one of the smallest of that kind of Danish sea- 
going' craft called joegts, and she was -a beautiful 
specimen of her class. Her length was thirty-five 
feet ; her breadth* of beam eleven feet ; her depth of 
hold five feet. In her present trim she drew four feet 
of water forward, and five aft, and, therefore, had 
not much dry side amidships, but as she had a con- 
siderable shear, of course her bows and stem rose 
comparatively high. Her symmetrical bows were 
pretty ftdl above the water, but below, their lines 
were hollow and tapered finely. The stem had a 
dean run, and the counter was a flat oval, broken by 
two small slightly-projecting windows, each consist- 
ing of a square of thick plate-glass set in an iron 
frame, which could be removed at pleasure. The 

VOL I. D 
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oaken hull was painted a sea-green colour, relieved 
by a single narrow gold band extending round the 
vessel, about a foot below the gunwale. Her single 
dark- varnished mast was of red pine, clear of a single 
knot, and rose straight as an arrow, and exactly per- 
pendicular, to a great height, terminating above the 
" eyes " of the shrouds and the " collar " of the stay 
in a "crown," five or six feet in length, which curved 
forward and tapered to a point sustaining a small 
vane. Although carrying no upper sails, she yet 
could spread a large mass of canvass, comprising gaff 
and boom mainsail, square foresail, staysail, jib, and 
flying jib. One very extraordinary peculiarity was 
the fact that aU the sails were dyed black, and tbe 
spars and blocks were also of that sombre hue. On 
board all was as neat as could possibly be. The low 
bulwarks were painted blue inside, with a bright 
crimson stripe down their middle; the deck was holy- 
stoned white as snow ; evmy loose rope was carefaUy 
coiled down ; the nicest order and airangement pre- 
vailed. Just abafk the mast was a large hatchway, 
covered with a handsome grating painted white, and 
afb there was a little poop-deck about seven feet in 
length, with a companion in front to afford ingress 
to the cabin. There was a low skylight to this poop- 
deck, and the long tiUer with which the vessel was 
steered only just cleared it. On the whole, the pretty 
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little joegt was eyidently not engaged in the ordinaiy 
pursuits of honest gainful commerce, but either was 
a pleasure boat or a oraft of a very questionable char- 
acter. 

When the pram which receiyed Lars Yonved from 
the Camperdown, came alongside the joegt, he lightly 
swung himself on deck, and was receiyed by the skip- 
per, who bowed low and gracefully, exclaiming — 

" Velbecommen hjem, dapitain Vonyed I " (Wel- 
come back !) 

The seamen on board, and those in the pram, also 
doffed their caps, and echoed the national expression 
of welcome — ^national, at least, as concerns the mari- 
time people — "yelbecommen hjem I " in hearty tones. 

'^ Mange taks, Tnin yens!" (many thanks, my 
friends), was Yonyed's answer, and he hastily shook 
hands with the skipper, and then directed the pram 
to be swung to the dayits at the joegt's «tem, and a 
parting gun to be> fired. One of the two small bronze 
signal guns, fixed on swiyels on the pawn-windlass 
bitts, was promptly fired,*and the pram hoisted chock- 
a-block to the dayits, and then turned bottom up- 
wards, and secured in such a position as to be ready 
for immediately latching again, and yet to lie 
without obstructing the moyements of the tiller, or 
obscuring the light from the cabin stem windows. 
Vonyed next ordered the helm to be put up, and the 

D 2 
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joegt to be kept away as near the wind as suited her 
best point of scdiing ; his object being to inorease her 
distance &om the Oamperdown as rapidly as possible. 

The bonny little joegt was handled by her powerfiil 
and experienced crew as easily as a mimic cock-boat 
is turned and guided by a schoolboy. She bowed 
over to the fireshening breeze that whistled merrily 
through the rigging, until her lee-gangway dipped 
in the surging flood, and then she rushed steadily 
ahead, dashing aside the creamy spray from the crests 
of the waves which harmlessly broke against her bows, 
or, when an occasionally heavier gust of wind jerked 
at her tacks and stays, she would shake her head 
saucily, uplift her bows with a snort and gargle of 
the water eddying round her stem, and leap bodily 
over the advancing waves. 

Yonved's eyes glistened with keen pleasure as he 
saw, how quickly his joegt would be " hull down " to 
the barque, and as he stood on the weather-qnarter 
gangway, he struck the pahn of his right hand 
smartly on the top of the bulwaik, and apostro- 
phizing the vessel as though she were a living crea- 
ture, ejaculated — 

" Ah, my own sweet Little Ajaalia! thus dost thou 
ever serve me in the hour of need ! A faithful craft 
hast thou been, and so thou wilt ever be unto me ! 
Verily, I have need of thee." 
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As though his Little Amalia (as the oraft was 
named, after one whom he devotedly loved), were 
really the sentient being he almost seemed to believe 
her, she bounded forwcuxi more vigourously than 
ever, sending up the spray from her weather-bow 
high above the bulwarks in showers that sparkled 
brilliantly in the sun ere falling far to leeward. 

The crew of the joegt consisted of four men and a 
skipper. The men were all middle-aged, grave, 
steady-looking seamen, and when they had made 
such alterations as were necessary in the disposition 
of the sails, three of them — ^the fourth having the 
tiller in hand — clustered together and stood with 
folded arms a little abaft the mast, gazing curiously, 
yet respectfully, at "Capitain Vonved,'* as they called 
him. Near to the latter stood their own " skipper," 
who merits a more particular description. His age 
did not exceed two-and-twenty, and he was tall, slim, 
and decidedly gentlemanly in his appearance and 
manners. His Mr complexion, light blue eyes, flaxen 
hair, and the general contour of his features, bore 
testimony to his Scandinavian lineage. He was a 
handsome, intelligent-looking young man, and his 
dress set off his figure to advantage. It consisted of 
wide blue trowsers of fine cloth, a vest t)f dark velvet 
buttoned closely up to the throat, and a blue cloth 
surtout confined roimd the waist with a simple belt 
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of black yamished leather. His neok was bare, the 
white ooUar of his shirt being turned down, and tied 
with a little bow of black ribbon. On his head he 
wore an ordinary undress nayy cap, with the usual 
anchor buttons, but the gold band was merely a nar- 
row stripe. This young man, after his first greeting, 
had only spoken to Lars Yonved in answer to one or 
two questions the latter put, but stood with an air of 
deference, yet friendly familiarity, awaiting the fur- 
ther pleasure of the redoubted Boyer of the Baltic. 

Suddenly Vonyed turned towards him and said — 

^^You little anticipated seeing a signal of mine 
from yonder barque, Herr Lundt P" 

'^ I did not, Captain Yonyed, and at first I rather 
feared it was an enemy's ruse, but thanks to a good 
glass I recognised you, and, therefore, had no hesi- 
tation in answering the signal and bearing down." 

"You did well, sir, and right glad was I to see 
the Little Amalia dashing to my rescue." 

"Eesoue! Captain Yonyed P" 

" So I may phrase it, sir, although I was in no 
danger so far as the goodwill of the captain and crew 
of the Camperdown was concerned. You would 
know her again?" 

" I should, Captam Vonyed." 

"And you, my Vikings?" addressing the deeply 
attentiye crew, who of course heard eyery word of 
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fhe oonTersation, ''you are old seamen, and would 
know that barque again by her build and rig among 
a thousand — Ib it not so P" 

The men raised their caps in the ready, oourteous 
mannar, oommon even to the poorest and lowliest 
seamen of Scandinavia, and promptly answered in 
the affirmative. 

'' Then, one and all will bear in mind that the good 
old captain of that barque is my Mend — ^I owe my 
life to that ship and her crew — and I order you at all 
times to aid that captain and ship at the peril of your 
lives should there ever be occasion, and opportunity 
serve/' 

" Ja, ja! Capitain Vonved;" gravely responded 
they, and their looks betokened how much they de- 
sired to know in what manner his life had been 
jeopardized and saved. He perceived this, and with 
an air in which kindness and authority were singu- 
larly blended, he said — 

" I know your fidthful affection for me, my brave 
men, for you have aU been ofb tried and never yet 
foimd wanting, and at the proper time you shall 
know what has befallen me since we last parted. 
Heir Lxmdt, let the man who acts as your steward 
serve to them a couple of bottles of your best wine 
to drink my safe return.*' 

The young officer — as he may not improperly be 
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called — bowed, and beckoning to the seaman who 
acted as stewajxl, gave him an order. The man dived 
into the cabin and quickly re-appeared with the wine; 
when Vonved said in a smiling, friendly way — 

" Go forward, my Vikings, and enjoy yourselves ; 
but neglect not to keep a good look-out and report to 
us when necessary. Herr Lundt, we will now retire 
to the cabin.** 

The officer again bowed, descended first, and was 
followed by the extraordinary man, whose will ap- 
peared to be law on board. 

The cabin of the Amalia was, of course, small, and 
yet it was considerably larger than would have been 
supposed by one who judged of its size merely by 
that of the entire hull. It had been skilfully fitted 
up so as to make the most of the circumscribed space, 
and as the little joegt was not intended to carry cargo, 
except of a certain kind which occupied very small 
bulk, the cabin included all that part of the vessel 
beneath the poop-deck, and two neat little state-rooms 
were situated forward of it, in what in a large vessel 
would be cdled the steerage. They communicated 
with the cabin through doors in the bulkhead of the 
latter. The cabin itself was nine feet in breadth by 
seven feet in length. In the centre stood an oblong 
table covered by a snow-white damask cloth, and all 
round were lockers provided with crimson silk cushions, 
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to Berve as seats. The front of these lookers and all 
the panelling of the cabin was of rich mahogany, 
polished so brightly that the pier glass suspended on 
one side was almost superfluous. The moulding 
filling up the angle between the panelling and the 
deck overhead was gilt, and the deck itself (forming 
the ceiling) was beautifully painted with fanciful and 
allegorical devices and figures, wreaths of flowers, &c. 
From the deck was suspended a large antique bronze 
oil lamp, of peculiar formation, having three pro- 
jecting dragons' heads, the mouths of which each 
contained a wick for burning. Between the two 
windows at the stem was a semicircular zebra-wood 
locker, the front of which was inlaid with various 
precious woods in the most elaborate manner, so as 
to represent the mariner's compass, and in a small 
shield in the centre of this fandful compass was 
painted an exact f£u>-simile of the mysterious symbols 
and motto of Vonved's signet ring — an eagle flying 
with a double-edged sword in its beak above a ship 
in full sail. This locker was ostensibly supported by 
a species of bracket, a solid piece of Danish oak ex- 
quisitely carved in the semblance of the conventional 
head and flowing beard of old father Neptune. Along 
the panelling on each side of the cabin were arranged 
several weapons offensive and defensive. The little 
cabin was excellently lighted, not only by the two 
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stem windows, but also by the large skylight over- 
head, which being composed of richly-stained glass, 
oast a warm and varied light below. A small stove 
of polished steel, with brass fittings, and a bright 
copper fine, stood on one side the vessel against the 
bnlkhead, and may be said to complete the chief fit- 
tings of the snug and tastefal little cabin, in which 
a man of ordinary stature could just stand upright. 

On entering, Vonved sat down at the end of the 
table in a position which enabled him to command a 
view of the sea through either of the stem windows, 
and motioned to Herr Lundt to seat himself opposite, 
but the latter hesitated, and remarked in a whisper — 

" Had I not better close the companion-way. Cap- 
tain Vonved, if you wish to converse without risk 
of being overheard?" 

«Tes, do so." 

Lundt first spoke to the steersman, and bade him 
keep the course which had been given, and immedi- 
ately report any sail which hove in sight, or any 
material change of wind, and then carefully closed 
the two little folding-doors forming the front of the 
companion, and drew the slide closely over. 

" Now for a bottle of your best ! " cried Vonved, 
cheerfully. 

" What wine will you prefer, Captam Vonved P" 

" Champagne, let it be, for my heart is light and 
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grateM now that I once more feel mjBelf afloat in 
my first love — ^the dainty * Little Amalia ! * '* 

The young man hastened to raise a trap door in 
tiie flooring of the oabin, beneath which the runs of 
the vessel formed a cool and capital wine odlar, and 
from thence he extracted a couple of bottles of cham- 
pagne, which, with the proper glasses, he placed on 
the table. 

" Would you take any repast also, Captain Vonved P 
I can give you some fine fresh lax, and some " 

"No, sir, I require nothing at present; and I 
must apologize," added Yonved, with an air of high 
and courtly breeding, " for permitting you to act as 
steward, but I have reason to wish for our interview 
to be private." 

"Oh, Captain Vonved," eagerly cried Limdt, 
blushing and bowing, " how can you say that P You 
know that it is a pleasure and a privilege for me ! " 

Lars Vonved gazed half-moumfully and half-aflfeo- 
tionately at the flushed ingenuous features of his 
young officer, and sighing deeply, he slowly echoed — 

"A pleasure and a privilege I And do you esteem 
it such to be the companion, the familiar Mend of 
fm outlaw, a doomed man, one denounced as an arch 
miscreant, one upon whose head a heavy price is set 
by the government of his country P " 

" I do ! " answered the young man, energetically. 
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"You have saved my life — ^jrou have honoured me 
with your confidence — and I know that he whom 
men call the Eover of the Baltic is one whose quali- 
ties are worthy of friendship and admiration. Yes, 
I am linked to your fortunes, be it for good or £Dr 
evil, and I am proud of the Mendship of the Coimt 
of Els " 

"Hold!" interrupted Vonved, raising his fore- 
finger significantly. " I am only Lars Vonved, 
Captain Vonved ! But as for what you assert, be it 
so ; all I can say is that I trust that if your Mendship 
and connection with me does not operate to your 
weal, it may not be to youi woe ! And now let us 
drink!" 

The glasses were brimmed with the cool sparkling 
beverage of the simny South, and silently bowing to 
each other, the two Mends quaflfed. 

" Truly wine gladdens the heart of man, as was 
said of old," exclaimed the BK)ver ; " and yet I have 
been refreshed and gladdened more in my time by a 
stinted draught of water — ^neither pure nor sparkling 
— ^than by any wine I ever drunk." 

" That would be in the tropics, sir P" 

" In the tropics — and elsewhere." 

" I, also, Captain Vonved, know by fearful experi- 
ence the value of a draught of water ! " Lundt ob- 
served, seeing that Vonved was not indisposed to 
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prolong a desultory oonversatioii ere disouBsing mat- 
ters of present and weighty interest. 

" You, Herr Lundt ! When and where P " 

" Off the coast of Afiica." 

" I was not aware that you had ever sailed on the 
main ocean?" 

"I believe I never mentioned it to you before. 
Captain Vonved, that in my twentieth year, I, for 
the first and only time, sailed on the Atlantic, and 
very disastrous the outward voyage proved. To my 
dying day, I shall never forget the sufferings I 
underwent — ^for more than the ordinary anguish 
which befalls a man in many years, was condensed, 
as it were, in the space of a few hours." 

" The ship was becahned and short of water ?'* 

"Not so. Captain Vonved. The sufferings fix)m 
thirst to which I alluded were experienced only by 
myself — a solitary wretch, tossed helplessly about, the 
sport of every wave." 

These words caused Vonved to steadily regcuxi his 
companion with a look of surprise and suddenly 
aroused interest. 

"Ah," said he, very quietly, "I have myself 
undergone a somewhat similar adventure, although, 
in my case, a burning tropical sun did not increase 
my sufferings." 

" Indeed, sir ; where was that P" 



62 VONVED THE DANE I 

"Here, in the Baltio; and it occurred only 
yesterday." 

" Yesterday, Captain Vonved P Impossible ! *' 

" Why impossible, Herr Lnndt P " drily demanded 
the Rover. "The barque which is yet in sight 
picked me up yesterday evening, clinging to a spar, 
ahnost at my last gasp, and, as I believe, the solitary 
survivor of a terrible catastrophe." 

"The young man started, became deadly pale, 
and faintly cried — 

" Oh, Captain Vonved ! can it indeed be that the 
* Skildpadde' and her brave crew have perished P'* 

" Not so, my young friend, no calamity has hap- 
pened to her, I trust. It^iB the ^Falk' that has 
perished, and every soul on board, myself excepted." 

" The Falk ! the brig-of-wcur cruising off Bomholm ! 
and you were on board her .^" 

Vonved oahDly nodded. 

" As a prisoner. Captain Vonved P ** 

"As a prisoner, sir; what else should I beP" 

" Then you were betrayed P" 

"I should not otherwise have been captured, as 
you may weU beKeve," answered Vonved, with a 
bitter smile. 

" And who was the traitor— do you know P" 

" I do know, Herr Lundt, and fearfully shall he 
expiate his treachery. As Vonved uttered these 
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words, his usual calm imperturbability instantly 
disappeared, and his lips quivered, reyealing his 
broad white teeth closely clenched, his features 
writhed with passion, and his eyes flashed with a fire 
all the more terrible because so rarely evinced. 

This emotion, however uncontrollable it might be 
at the moment, was merely transient in duration, 
for in a few seconds Yonved's countenance resumed 
its gentle yet thoughtful expression. 

Then Vonved, in a low impressive tone, calmly 
narrated to his astonished companion the story of his 
betrayal, capture, and ultimate escape. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

THE PAINTER OF 8VENDB0RG CASTLE. 

At the south-eastern extremity of the large and fer- 
tile Danish island of Punen is situated the little port 
of Svendborg, a pleasant old town of about four thou- 
sand population, oosilj nestled on the shore of a fine 
semicircular bay, across the entrance to which He two 
long, low, narrow islets, respectively called Thoro and 
Taasinge. Two or three years prior to the time of 
this narrative, a young wandering artist, who called 
himself Bertel Bovsing, came to Svendborg, where he 
lingered month after month, supporting himself by 
obtaining occasional employment as a portrait painter. 
He appeared to be a poor, friendless, solitary man, but 
little or nothing was known of his prior history and 
connexions, for he replied with much reserve and eva- 
sion to any question concerning them. Nevertheless, 
he was liked by the people who had any intercourse 
with him, for he was, albeit melancholy and eccentric. 
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imquestioliably a gentleinan in the true sense of the 
word, and highly gifted in his profession. 

Some little distance to the south of the town there 
is a spit of land which projects into the sea, forming 
a sort of natural breakwater in that direction. On 
the rocky extremity of this promontory, the Barons 
of Svendborg in olden time built a magnificent castle, 
now a mass of picturesque ruins, majestic even in 
decay and desolation ; only two or three rooms are 
yet habitable. 

It happened that the steward of the then Baron 
of Svendborg, when on a visit to the town, hecffd of 
the poor stranger artist, and of his remarkable talent 
as a portrait painter ; and being a kind-hearted man, 
not only employed him to paint his (the worthy 
steward's) semblance on canvas, but also gave him 
permission to occupy rent-free the aforesaid habitable 
rooms of the old castle— an oflfer which Bertel Bov- 
sing very gratefully accepted. And thus it was that 
the young man soon became locally known and spoken 
of as the " The Painter of Svendborg Castle." 

One of the rooms in the old castle might be termed 
especially the studio and home of Bertel Eovsing. 
It was long, narrow, and lofty, with groined ceiling, 
and lighted by a mulHoned window looking close 
down on the sea. Internally it was an* antique, 
dreamy place, profusely decorated with many a quaint 
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and .oharaoteiistio article. Here were real books — 
not mere ghosts of yolumes like those of to-day — 
but tomes of mighty size, embodying the life-labours 
of Thoughtsmen ; old rusty swords, which had doubt- 
less performed doughty service in their time; helmets, 
breastplates, gauntlets, &c., all much defaced and 
time-wom; gloves, guitars, and tapestries. In one 
comer of the room stood an antique oak table, carved 
at the ends, and with twisted legs terminating in feet 
cunningly chiselled into the semblance of dragon's 
heads, and on this table reposed the skull of a female, 
on the polished brow of which was written — " Go, 
get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, though 
she paint an inch thick, to this favour she must come 
at last!" 

A great number of cartoons, sketches, and paintings 
(the latter in every degree of progress, but hardly one 
of them actually finished), were scattered about the 
room. Allboretheimpressof genius of an original and 
highly-powerful character, and their subjects — ^with 
the exception of a few delicious love scenes — ^were 
teeming with diablerie and marvellous romance. Not 
a Httie daring poetry was evinced in the conception of 
some of these themes; and however a professional 
critic might object to the extravagance of their nature, 
and the many incongruities and minor faults of their 
execution, he could not honestiy withhold his praise 



COUNT OF ELSINORB. 67 

firom the bold oonoeption, the dramatio oast of the 
figures — ^their striking grouping — their originality 
and fine effect. 

iThis array formshed no mean index to the mind 
and tastes of the painter. He was obyiously gifted, 
ardent, metaphysioal, and ambitious ; yersed in the 
lore, and deeply imbued with the spirit of bygone 
ages; partial to wild, fSsoitastic subjects, and habi- 
tuated to blending the real with the ideal — the 
homely with the exquisite— the prosaic with the in- 
tellectual — the fleeting Fjresent with the symbols of 
the Past. 

And the person of the man himself? He was 
about twenty-five years of age, with noble, strongly- 
marked features, a fine, although not very high fore- 
head, and big, dark, hazel eyes, wildly blazing in their 
Expression. His hair was coal black ; his complexion 
was very dark, or dusky, yet clear and healthy ; and 
altogether he looked much more like an Italian than 
a Dane. As to his attire, it was literally of the fash- 
ion of the middle, or at least of bygone ages ; and 
yet, see him in his studio, and you would vow that 
he only dressed in keeping with the surrounding 
objects. 

Not very long after Bertel Eovsing had established 
himself in the old castle, he was employed to paint 
the portrait of a certain local magnate, one Herr Hans 
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Jacob Strom. This worthy burgher was reported to 
be as rich a man as any in Svendborg — ^yea, or within 
a circuit of five Danish miles thereof: and they are 
equal to some three-and-twenty English. He was 
owner of farms and homesteads, com fields and pas- 
turages, cattle and flocks ; he kept the largest dry- 
goods store in the town itself ; and he was owner of 
two brigs and a schooner employed in foreign voyages, 
and several coasting joegts. Besides all these sources 
of wealth he maintained a branch mercantile house at 
Kiel, in Holstein, under the management of his only 
son. He had one other child — a daughter — ^who kept 
his house at Svendborg, for the old merchant had long 
been a widower. It was the general opinion of the 
wise men and sage women of Svendborg, that Hans 
Jacob Strom loved his daughter Olufina (for such was 
the maiden's name) more than any thing else in the 
world — except money. Indeed, Herr Strom, al- 
though in the main a good enough man, was decidedly 
worldly-minded, and too much devoted to the practice 
of heaping up riches for his heirs to spend. So every- 
body said, and what everybody says must be true. 

Herr Strom was undoubtedly a great man ; and, 
like other great men, he had the weakness to wish 
himself yet greater than nature intended. Possibly 
this latent feeling induced him to order his ftdl-length 
portrait to be taken on a colossal scale, so that 
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whereas the living Heir Strom stood exactly five 
feet five iaches in his stockings, he required his sem- 
blance on canvas to measure seven feet three inches 
from the sole of the foot to the crown of the head, 
•that being just one-third more than his real stature, 
and to be bulky in proportion. The yoimg pamter 
might have a strong private opinion on the subject, 
but he was too prudent to object, especially when he 
foimd that Herr Strom was willing to pay for his 
portrait exactly in proportion to the number of square 
feet and inches of canvas it covered. And so Bertel 
Bovsing set to work, and in due time produced a 
most imposing picture of the worshipful Strom in his 
robes of office (for he happened to be chief magistrate 
of Svendborg that year) ; and in order that there 
might be no present doubt as to identity, and also for 
the special information of posterity, the name " Hans 
Jacob Strom," was pamted in thick white letters an 
inch and a-half high at the foot of the portrait by 
the particular desire of the owner. The precaution 
was probably unnecessary, for everybody who came 
to view this chef-d^cBuvre in the line of portrait pamt- 
ing (and nearly all the people of Svendborg saw it in 
turn), vowed and protested that it was an amazingly 
true and striking Ukeness. So, moreover, thought 
Hans Jacob himself, and in the pride of his heart he 
actually paid the artist the sum agreed upon without 
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more than one or two muttered remarks about the ex- 
pensiyeness of works of art as oompared to^objects of 
utility ; for, as he truly observed, this pieoe of painted 
canvas oost him the prioe of a yoke of oxen or a good 
ship's boat. Taking this prosaic and practical view of 
the transaction, Herr Strom was assuredly justified in 
speaking of the portrait as an act of extravagance on 
his part. 

Unfortunately, one act of extravagance very fire- 
quently leads to another ; and so it did in the present 
case. Prompted partly by paternal affection and 
pride, and partly, it may not unfairly be presumed, 
by the maiden herself, the rich merchant resolved that 
his daughter should in turn set for her portrait, and 
thanks to the good sense of Jomfnie* herself, it was 
determined that her person should be represented on 
canvas, precisely its natural size. 

O short-sighted Hans Jacob Strom ! evil was the 
hour when you weakly came to this decision ! Was 
there no far-seeing Mend to whisper of the possible 
danger which might result from this portrait-taking 
affair ? Wise art thou in thy generation, as a money- 
getting man of business, oh, Hans Jacob Strpm, and 
yet wUt thou in this matter approve thyself a most 
egregious ninny ! Let graybeard Time decide. 

* Jomfrue— literally "yonng lady," but exactly equivalent to our 
English word "Miss.** 
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Jomfrae Oliifina Strom was beyond oavil the most 
oharming young lady of one-and-twenty that the 
whole island of Funen could boast She was bloom- 
ing as a rose; sweet as the hawthorn blossom; 
lovely as the Houris idle poets dream of, meersohamn 
in hand. In sober prose Oliifina was really a very 
fine, plump, and handsome young lady ; and what 
was far better, she was an exceedingly amiable, warm- 
hearted creature. Her father, however sordid in 
most respects (as doubtless became the magnate of 
Svendborg), begrudged nothing on her behoof, and 
therefore she had been expensively educated at Copen- 
hagen, at the deservedly celebrated Pensionnat og 
Dannelses Institut of Madame Skindelv, where she 
was taught every lady-like accomplishment by first- 
rate instructors. The fond dream of her father — ah, 
what fond, foolish dreams do fathers indulge in ! — 
was to wed her to some suitor of rank, for the old 
merchant proudly knew that he could give her a 
magnificent dowry, and he fancied that she was 
worthy, as indeed she was, to become even a coimtess, 
if Heaven so willed. 

Alas! as the inspired Ayrshire ploughman quaintly 
tells us— 

** The best-laid schemes o' mice an* men 
Gang aft a-gley I " 

Jomfrue Olufina duly sat for her portrait ; and it 
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is really STirprismg what an extraordinary number of 
long sittings she underwent without a single murmur 
or expression of weariness. 

Oliifina was a strong-minded, sensible, prudent 
Danish girl, it is true ; but she was also a genuine 
daughter of Eve, and possessed a very fair share 
of sensibility and of capability to oonceive a passion- 
ate affection for one worthy of her. At the very first 
sitting she saw that the young painter was no ordinary 
dauber, but as regarded his profession, a man of 
genius, who only required time and opportunity to 
command the world's homage. At the second sitting 
she felt her bosom throb with a mingled feeling of 
admiration of the handsome form and intellectual 
features of the painter, and pity for his hard destiny 
in having to toil, unaided by Mends or fortune, up 
that steep hill, at the summit of which shines Fame's 
bright, yet Ulusive star. At the third sitting she 
was firmly convinced that Bertel Rovsing was not 
only a genius, but a modest, amiable, noble-minded 
young man, and the victim of undeserved poverty 
and obscurity — ^in a word,' the Football of Fortune. 
Moreover, her curiosity was mightily piqued concern- 
ing his past history, and the mystery which obviously 
enshrouded the same. At the fourth sitting she felt, 
not without a blush and an instinctive tremor, a 
warm Mendship for him. Ah ! you know the witty 
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French proverb? — "L'Amitie est PAmour sans 
ailes ! " Yes, Friendship is love without wings ; but 
those wings will soon grow and expand, never doubt ! 
At the fifth sitting * the destiny of sweet Oliifina 
Strom was decided. She fell hopelessly head over 
«ars, many thousand fathoms deep, in love with the 
Painter of Svendborg Castle. 

And he, the unknown stranger, the poor man of 
genius, did he reciprocate the passion he had thus 
innocently inspired ? Ay, heart and soul ! How 
could he sit day after day, for long hours at a spell, 
aU alone with such a woman, gazing at her, analyzing 
every emotion, every expression of her mobile features, 
ere he transferred them to canvas ; how was it possible 
for him to do that, without falling irresistibly and 
helplessly in love with her P 

The portrait, a superb and faithful one, was at 
length finished, framed, paid for, and duly admired ; 
but hardly was this done ere a frightful revelation 
somehow dawned on the obtuse mind of Hans Jacob 
Strom. In brief, he became apprized of the almost 
incredible, the doleful, the astounding, the maddening 
fact, that his daughter — ^the light of his eye, the 
pride of his heart, the one bright jewel of his soul — 
had fallen in love, and secretly plighted her troth 
with the Painter of Svendborg Castle. What ! His 
Oliifina, with whom he could willingly pay down (to 

VOL. I. B 
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a husband of his own ohoioe) a dowry of two hun- 
dred thousand qieoie-dalers, to clandestinely betroth 
herself to a b^garly artist! The thought was 
insupportable. 

Heir Strom sternly forbade his daughter, under 
Yague yet dreadful penalties, to ever speak with, or 
even look at Bertel BoYsing again. And he over- 
whelmed the young painter himself with the most 
bitter reproaches and threats, should he dare to even 
lift his eyes again to behold the young lady whom he 
had so presumptuously entangled in the meshes of 
Cupid's net. Finally^ Herr Strom bewailed his own 
infatuation, and cursed the evil hour when he 
employed the wicked young stranger who had thus 
broken his household peace ; and in the first paroxysm 
of his rage he condemned the portrait of his daughter 
to the flames ; but on second thoughts only ordered 
it to the lumber-room ; and on third thoughts con- 
tented himself with simply turning its face to the 
waU. 

Oh ! jEftthers of pretty maidens ! (Danish or British) 
here is a lesson and a warning for you ! Beware of 
employing handsome young artists to paint portraits 
of your daughters in an imlimited niunber of private 
sittings. 

Ah ! it is the old, old story, sung and told in every 
age and every clime ! The experience of the gray 
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world, condensed by gentle Will, as he strolled along 
reedy Avon's bank, into one wondronsly-eloquent 
line : — 

'*Tbe coarse of true love never did ran imootli." 

The wise men and women of 8 vendborg well and 
traly said that Hans Jacob Strom loved his daughter 
better than emj thing else in the world — except 
money. And equally true was it that she loved her 
father better than anybody dse— -except Bertel 
Erovsing. 

Thus it was, that, despite poor Bertel was excom- 
municated and banned by the irate father, Oliifina 
clung imto him; and many a secret, sweet, and 
precious stolen interview they enjoyed, with no wit- 
nesses save the twinkling stars and the chaste discreet 
moon. 

A stone's cast fixHU the rains of Svendborg Castle, 
in a small ravine or dale, enclosed on three sidesby low 
craggy rocks, grew a clump or grove of firs and beech 
trees, and that was the trysting place of the lovers^ 
Well, it came to pass that about a week subsequent to 
the destruction of the brig-of-war, Palk, off Bomholm, 
and the escape (unsuspected as yet) of Lars Yonved 
fixfltt tha* a^wfiil' explosion, the betrothed pair met at 
this seduded tryBt in the mellow gloaming. 

A summer'seve — the moon faintly beaming through 
the feliage overhead — ^two lovers holding earnest 
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whispering oonverse in the secluded and romantia 
grove — such is the picture ! And hath not the like 
been painted a thousand times before P Yea, and it 
will a thousand times again. Hearken now to a 
manly voice, broken and desponding though it be — 
hearken to the utterance of feelings and emotions 
which, at this moment, have their reflex in many a 
breast, all the wide world over. 

^^Will nothing weigh with him but mammon P 
Will nothing move his soul but the gleam of red 
gold P Oh, Olufina ! never before did I so keenly 
feel what a bitter thing is poverty ! I have toiled 
for fame, and thought myseK sure to win it sooner 
or later ; but now that wild dream is over ! I can 
battle no longer — ^my hope is dead and my heart is 
sick. I have nothing in the world to look forward 
to — ^nothing to cheer me — ^nothing to call my own — 
Qothing " 

" But my love ! " was the tTiriHing interruption, 
from a voice low and sweet as the gentle zephyr 
which fanned the evening air; and a white arm 
glanced in the moonbeams, as it twined aroimd the 
neck of the young man, contrasting with the clustering 
black hair, which artist-like he wore long and flung 
back on his shoulders. " But my love ! " she repeated, 
" and is my love nothing P Tou once told me that, 
were you possessed of that love alone, you would 
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think yourself riclier than a king, and envy him not 
his crown and sceptre ! " 

" My own Oliifina ! " tremnlously exclaimed the 
lover, fondly caressing her, and appearing to deem 
that a sufficient reply. Soon, however, he resumed 
by ejaculating in a tone of bitter triumph — "Ay, 
they cannot rob me of your love, although they may 
tear you from my arms ! Death ! that thought is 
distraction to me. Your father curses the artist be- 
cause he is poor, and will wed you to a very dod of 
the earth, to sate his unhallowed lust for gold ! " 

" No, Bertel ! " promptly responded the maiden, 
" No ! " exclaimed she vehemently, and she drew up 
her head in womanly dignity, whilst her bright eyes 
flashed in the- mellow gloaming, " No ! if I am 
dragged to the altar as a bride to wed the being I 
loathe, that hour will be my last ! But this,'' added 
she, more calmly, "wiU never be. Heaven will 
interpose or my father will relent." 

" Never, Oliifina ! I have studied him only too well. 
He is your father, dearest, and fain would I speak of 
hJTn with respect and honour ; but too surely do I 
know that his threats to wed you to that being, 
whose only merit is that he is very rich, are not idle, 
but will be fulfilled sooner or later ; unless, as you 
say, Providence interposes. He has discovered our 
love, and when last I met him, darkly did he threaten 
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me if I dared to long^ aspire to you. Were he to 
know of our stolen interviews, I shudder to think in 
what exoesses his rage might find vent." 

*^ You are too desponding, Bertel ; From me even, 
you might learn oourage. I have a woman's faith in 
the future. I have the fond, proud trust of a woman 
m the ability of the man she loves to achieve means 
ci seeuring the happiness of them both. With your 
gifts, dear Bertel, what may you not aspire to— what 
may you not perform P It is true that you are not 
yet appreciated as you merit ; but have I not read of 
great pcdnters who were as much neglected at the 
outset of their career, and who triumphantly passed 
through ordeals as trying as yours, and won for them- 
selves honours, wealth, and the loftiest renown P 
And why should not you P You can — you must— 
you shall — ^you will — ^for my sake ! " 

The young girl touched, with a woman's intuition, 
the right cord, in thus passionately appealing to the 
innate pride of genius which she knew pervaded her 
lover's soul, and she threw in her heart and hand as 
the crowning stimulant and reward. Bertel Eov- 
sing felt it deeply, and a glow of proud self-reliance 
illumined his lineaments, as, with flashing eyes, he 
cried— 

^^ Ay, Oliifina, what others have done I can do ; 
and, with Heaven's help, so I will ! What would 
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not your lov© inspire P God has given me, I feel, 
high gifts, and I will use them bravely. But, oh, 
Oliifina ! feme may yet be fer, very far off for me— 
and hard, indeed, do I find it to climb even the first 
step of the mount. That once achieved, the rest were 
comparatively easy; but you know not, dearest, 
what a fearful task it is for a poor, unfriended artist 
to fight his way into notice. I may toil," continued 
he, gloomily, " for long weary years, and just when 
my heart is sick with hopes deferred, my spirit broken, 
my brain benumbed, my hand paralyzed, and my 
worn-out frame sinking into a premature grave, then 
may the guerdon of genius be accorded me— when 
the mould smelleth rankly above the rose, and all 
relish for life is lost, and all aspirations for the 
honours and gifts men can bestow dead and passed 
away for ever. And even were fEone already miae, 
unless wealth gilded it, yoiir fether would remain 
iaexorable as ever. I see no light through the 
doud — ^not a glint. Heaven help and support me, 
for I know not what to say nor do I " 

^^ This is cruel, Bertel, foolish and cruel to us both, 
but to me especially ! " exclaimed Oliifina, with tears. 
** It is true that men call my father selfish and hard- 
hearted, but he is not the sordid, unfeeling being 
they think — ^indeed he is not! I see him in his 
better moments— they never do ! Oh, had my poor 
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mother lived, her influence with him was all potent^ 
and she would have saorifloed herself for the happi- 
ness of her child ! But it is wicked to repine — 
wicked to mistrust the care of Providence. I know 
not how it is, but I have a strong and subtle pre- 
sentiment that, ere many days are over, Heaven will 
bring about something which will prove a crisis to 
OUT fate." 

"Afatalone, Oliifina?" 

" Why, Bertel, will you persist in looking on the 
darkest side of everything connected with your — our 
— ^future? Until lately you walked ever on the 
sunny side of the way ; but since my father talked 
— ^perhaps not seriously, after all — of wedding me to 
a wealthy suitor, you have not been the same. You 
have a noble heart, Bertel, and a lofty mind and 
brilliant talent — ^'tis Olufina, who never flatters, tells 
you this ! — ^but one thing you lack." 

"And that is?"— 

"Faith! You lack that perfect reliance on the 
watchful care and interposition of God's gracious 
providence, which alone will make you happy, 
if you deseiVe it. You lack the first essential 
to success in your career. Have faith, and already 
half the battle is won ! Have faith, and you must 
and will ultimately stand a conqueror ! " 

" Sweet enthusiast ! And yet there is something 
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in joxa words, Olufina, that thrills me more than 
yoip: idea itself. Were you once my wife, for ever 
mine own wife, to hourly ponr such counsel and en- 
couragement int^ my soul, what is there that I might 
not attempt and perform — ^to what dizzy eminence 
might I not cUmb P Ah, Oliifina ! wert thou" 

"Hush! hark! what is that?" hurriedly whis- 
pered the maiden. " EGmlen ! we are watched — 
tracked — discovered ! " 

And without pausing to utter one word of farewell, 
or — ^what was worse — ^without staying to exchange 
the customary parting kiss (ah! lovers only know 
how precious that is!) Oliifina fled swiftly away, like 
a fawn frightened by the stealthy approach of ruth- 
less hunters. 

Bertel Eovsing stood a moment, imdecided whether 
or not to pursue her, for he himfteK had neither 
heard nor seen any cause for alarm, and was therefore 
disposed to chide her for yielding to a groundless 
maidenly panic, by fancying what did not exist. 
But, now that his senses were aroused, he speedily 
had reason to be thankful that his mistress possessed 
keener, or, at any rate, more alert feu^ulties than 
himself, for he distinctly heard heavy footsteps crash- 
ing among the debris of the dale, and hoarse voices 
in earnest conversation. He comprehended the 
speakers were approaching him, and he instantly 
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dipped into a thick ooTert, and with palpitating 
heart awaited tiie result. 

More and more near and distinot Bounded the 
Toioeey and Bertel, noieeleflaly thrnrting aside the 
fblisge, looked forth on a nigged pathway which 
ikixied the cfannp of trees, and beheld two man 
dowly advancing — and bulky figores they appealed 
in the glimmering moonshine. By-and-by he oonld 
distinguish thdr conTersation. 

^'By the Keel of BakL»!" growled one speaker, 
in a deep bass Toioe, *^the more I think of the 
matter, the more I am oonTinced that this stoiy then 
tallest is no more real than the existence of Ole 
liukdie!* It is a lying inTention — a imp for the 
unwary for anght I know ! '' 

^Don't be such an obstinate pi^eaded unbeHeyer, 
Mads N^lsen!'' exclaimed his companion, ^Itdl 
theev man, that I, myself heard Burgomaster 
Pugl&hit read it aloud from the !^obenhaTn (Copen* 
hagen"^ FoedreLandet. and I begged to see the paper 
and read it with my own eyes." 

^ That I can easily bdieYe, but it does not follow 
that I should belicTe the yam itselt^^ doggedly re- 
torted the incredulous Mads (Matthew). 

''Why not— why shouldst thou doubt it, MadsP' 
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*^ 0, 1 know much better than to credit all they 
put in print now-a-days. Many a thumping lie have 
I read in the papers. That Foedrelandet tellci as many 
lies in a twelvemonth as would sink a jolly-boat !" 

" Ay," sadly replied his companion, sighing deeply 
and shaking his head with an air of melancholy con-* 
viotion, "but this is no lie, depend upon it. Do 
you think that Foedrelandet would dare to cir- 
cumstantially report that a kiag's ship had been 
blown up, if it was not true P No, it is only too 
certain that Captain Vonved was betrayed by some 
traitor of his crew — ^the curse of Thor light upon the 
villain, say I! — and that he was aboard the Falk 
when she exploded off Bomholm this day week, and 
every soul on board perished but one man." 

"It cannot be! I will not believe it possible 1" 
energetically protested Mads NeUsen, " Lars Von- 
ved's crew were all true as steel — ^they loved him and 
they feared him — ^they would not and they dare not 
betray him!" 

" Ay, Mads ; but there is a black sheep in every 
flock — ^a Judas in every company and crew," 

" Hark ye, Hans Petersen !" hoarsely cried Mad», 
" my own brother, as you know, is one of the crew of 
the Skfldpadde, and if he has betrayed Lars Vonved, I 
swear," and here he uttered a fearftd oath, "that I will 
drive this dagger up to the hilt through his traitor's 
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heart ! Ay, by the God whomade me, I will slay my 
mother's own son whenever and wherever I meet 
him, if he is the man." 

"Mads, min ven," said Hans Petersen in a con- 
ciliatory tone, " I would stake my own Ufe that be 
the traitor whom he may, he is not thy brother." 

" Be he whom he may, brother or no brother," 
sullenly muttered the excited Mads, replacing a long 
glittering dagger he had withdrawn from his bosom, 
" I swear to wet my blade ia the traitor's best heart's 
blood if ever I come athwart him !" 

By this time the two speakers had arrived exactly 
opposite the hiding-place of Bertel B»ovsing, and 
there they stopped within a few yards' distance, 
whUst Hans Petersen relighted his pipe. Bertel now 
perceived that they were two sturdy fellows, whom, 
by their attire, he knew to be either fishermen, or 
saQors, or smugglers, and, by their discourse, liege- 
men to the outlaw Lars ^Vonved, whose renown was 
familiar to Bertel as to all other true Danes. Hans 
Petersen bore on his shoulder a pair of oars, and 
Mads Neilsen carried in his lefb hand a coil of rope 
to which a grapnel was attached, and a boat-hook 
slanted over his shoulder. Bertel readily conjectured 
that they were on their way to a boat which he had 
noticed moored just under the castle walls at the ex- 
treme point of the little promontory. 
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When Hans Petersen's short pipe was all a-glow, 
he and his comreide silently resumed their walk, and 
Bertel watched their figures until they ascended the 
ridge of rocks, and after standing broadly revealed 
against the eastern sky as they reached the summit, 
they disappeared on the seaward side. 

Then Bertel came cautiously forth from his retreat, 
and thoughtftdly took his way towards his home in 
the old 'castle, carefully keeping in the long dark 
shadow which the ruins of the rock on which they 
were built projected down the dale, lest, haply, some 
other "night birds" might be abroad and see him,» 
and set afioat undesirable reports as to the cause of 
his wandering at untimely hours. 

He reached his Vaulted studio unmolested and un- 
observed, and, sooth to say, he forgot for awhile his 
own absorbing troubles and aspirations, in indulging 
in romantic speculations concerning the fate of the 
celebrated Baltic Eover, for he had long felt a dedp 
interest in the popular stories of the character and 
deeds of Lars Vonved. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

WILHELM VINTERDALEN. 

On the day following his broken interview with 
Oliifina, related in the foregoing chapter, the painter 
sat moodily in his studio, and bitter were the thoughts 
that eddied through his brain. A gentle tap at the 
old ifon-studded door aroused him, and he slowly 
arose to open it. Two rosy little children were there, 
and they immediately ran past him into the studio. 
They knew him weU — ^loved him well — ^for Bertel 
was one who dearly loved " little children." 
* And sp, Bertel Eovsing sat down with his little 
Mends, and permitted them to amuse themselves with 
his curiosities, and listened to their innocent prattle, 
and gazed at their happy faces, till his proud unhappy 
heart melted within him, and burying his face in his 
hands he burst into tears. 

He wept: and yet there was a fierceness in his 
weakness — ^a burning fire in his heart — a dark 
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brooding in his o'er-wrought brain. The aflErighted 
children lefb him, but he stirred not from his position, 
Visions of the past, and thoughts of the present, flitted 
confusedly to and iro ; but as to the future it was all 
one black blank. He saw no ray of light beaconing 
him onward — ^he heard no whisperings of hope. 

" God ! " ejaculated he, in a paroxysm of fierce 
despair " why hast thou given me genius P Wedded 
to poverty it is the curse of curses ! Oh, would that 
I had been created a being with no more intellect 
than suffices to earn daily bread by daily sweat of 
brow ! I should have been happy then ! and what 
matters it, if such happiness is but a step higher than 
the state of the brutes that perish ? Better be sense- 
less as a clod than exist in a state like mine. The 
madman who fancies his straw couch the throne of an 
emperor, enjoys a species of bliss which I can envy ; 
the idiot, even, who basks him in the glare of the 
noon-day sun, knows no pangs when hunger is satis- 
fied. Is it not better to be devoid of intellect, than 
to possess it as a source of perpetual torture ? Sup- 
port me ! relieve me ! oh, my God ! or let me die and 
be at rest ! " 

He started up and paced his studio. The beau- 
tiful creations of his genius lying around, seemed 
to him so many mockeries of his misery. One 
exquisite littie domestic scene, which he had recently 
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painted, especially enhanoed his anguish. It repre- 
sented a young couple listening to the prattle of their 
children. He gazed savagely at this o£^ring of his 
own Tivid imagination, and raising his clenched fist 
drove it through the eloquent canvas. 

"Children!" cried he, gnashing his teeth, "wife 
—children ! No wife for me— no children to clasp 
my knees and look up in my £BU)e, and call me 
'father!'" and he burst into an unnatural sobbing 
laugh. 

That night the painter opened the window of his 
studio, and looked forth with a haggard smile on his 
feverish Kps. A glorious bahny night it was. Over- 
head waiS^ an unfathomable azure firmament, o'er- 
canopying sea and land, profusely sprinkled with 
stars of all magnitudes, and high in their midst, in 
her own peculiar circle-r-a broad belt of clear light in 
which no star trespassed — shone the beauteous full 
queenly moon, which happening to be then in the 
d&ntre of the system, was literally its crowning 
diadem. All things below — ^the works of the Creator 
and of the created — ^were alike bathed in her liquid 
silvery beams. 

The painter gazed at the sleeping honzon, and then 
his eye slowly lowered until it rested on the sea close 
below the castle's base. The water was so bright, so 
placid, so pure. And the moon, and the stars, and 
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the white fleecy cloudlets, and even the figure of the 
yoTiQg man himself as he stretched forward to gaze, 
were all reflected on the smooth surface so distinctly, 
and flickered with the tiny ripples so* charmingly. 

" Ah," groaned the painter, " the waters are calm 
as death, and were I b^ieath them I should not feel 
this burning heart and throbbing brain, but should 
sleep as I once did on my mother's bosom — sleep, 
perchance, never more to waken ! " 

And the longer he looked the deeper grew his 
desire for oblivion. Where was his good angel then P 

By slow and almost imperceptible degrees a bluish 
haze arose from the sea, and rising upwards, spread 
over the azure firmament until the stars shone as 
through a veil. Thicker grew the haze, obscuring the 
moon so that even her powerfiil beams could not pierce 
what was almost a fog. In a brief space of time, 
however*, a current of air set in from the sea, the 
surf began to beat with a dull boom against the base 
of the rock, and the fog lightened to a mere hazeT 
again, and this haze, in turn, was rapidly dissipated 
by the increasing force of an easterly wind, which 
came rushing across the Baltic, and gathered strength 
and fierceness every league of its course. And now 
huge dark clouds, in shape jagged and fantastic as 
the rocks which bound the coast of Norway, arose 
from every point of the compass, like war-steeds 
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gathermg to the battle-field, and then they were 
tossed, and whirled, and eddied, and hurled to and 
&o by the reckless blast. 

Anon the douds were no longer separately distin- 
guishable, but were fused into one black canopy, and 
distant thunder muttered and rumbled, and broad 
fliokering flashes of lightning uplit the eastern ho- ' 
rizon. The sea, driyen in long foaming surges to- 
wards the lee-shore, leaped ever and anon with a 
prolonged hollow roar on the shingly beach, and 
broke with fury against the rocky promontory. The 
sea-birds flew wildly landward, some uttering hoarse 
screams, others shrill cries, almost like human beings 
in distress ; and a great homed owl which had long 
tenanted the ivy-shrouded ruins, roused by the fu- 
rious elemental warfare and uproar, whooped and 
shrieked frightftdly from its hole just above the oriel 
window, and wm answered by the harsh and dismal 
croaking of a pair of ancient ravens, its near neigh- 
bours. 

All this time the painter had stood at the window, 
his arms folded beneath his breast and resting on the 
lintel, whilst he stretched forth and watched the rapid 
gathering of the portentous storm with a species of 
fierce joy, for it harmonized with the black tempest 
raging in his own breast ; and the fierce storm-wind 
howled, the angry sea roared, the thunder reverbe- 
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rated, the lightning flashed, the sea-gulls screamed, 
the owl hooted, the ravens croaked, and the salt- 
spray, mingled with rain, dashed against the hoary 
walk of the castle, and flung sharp icy drops in 
drenching showers on his bare head. Amid all this 
horrible discord and din, he laughed loudly and des- 
perately, and shook his clenched flst out in the black 
midnight air, as though defiant of all the powers of 
the elements. 

^^ Ha! ha! hal " shouted he in his mad excitement, 
" is this the eve of the Witches' Sabbath ? Are they 
flocking hitherward to hold their unhallowed revels P 
The spirit of storm has awakened firom slumber, 
and unchained the fell ministers of his wratL I 
laugh — ^I rejoice — ^I fear nought and care nought. 
Let the sea swell and rage, and dash great ships to 
fragments against rock and land — ^let the forked 
lightning rive and shatter proud towers and spires-— 
let the pitiless hurricanes and seething floods blast 
the hopes of the husbandman — ^let the incarnate des- 
troyer ride on the wings of the wind, and career red- 
handed o'er sea and land — ^for what care I ? What 
is it aU to me?" 

, " Ay, ye elemental ministers — ye blind instruments 
of vengeance! strike here! wreak your wrath here, 
even here ! Smite and spare not ! Smite this hoary 
den of dead and forgotten tyrants — shatter its crum- 
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blingy blood-cemented masonry — ^rend it firom its iyied 
turrets to its foundations deep in the living rock- 
hurl it sheer into the foaming sea — grip it, uproot it^ 
crush it, scatter it, tmtil there is not one stone left 
upon another! Ha, ha, ha!" and he emitted a 
hideous, almost maniac laugh. '^ Howl, ye invisible 
winds! flash, oh subtle lightning! growl, roar, crash, 
oh hungry sea ! Ye may frighten the prosperous, the 
rich, the good, the happy — ^those who have homes, 
households, fiunilies — ^but ye have no terrors for such 
as me!" 

The unhappy young man dashed aside his long 
dark hair, which wind, and rain, and sea-spray, had 
matted over his pallid face, and he glared forth as 
though striving to pierce the very heart of the tem- 
pest. He was wrought up to that pitch of despair 
and exdtement, that for the moment reason herself 
might be said to totter on her shaken throne. 

" What am IV' shrieked he. " What has my life 
been that I should cling to it, or value it, or strive to 
preserve it, or fear to yield it at the first summons of 
the Angel of Death? From my very childhood my lot 
has been cruel — fuU of anguish and misery. Ah I 
well do I remember how the sun of my young life 
was clouded — ^how I suffered even when a pure and 
sinless child ! What inexpiable crime had my father, 
or my father's father, committed, that his sin should 
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be yisited thtia on his child, on child's child P From 
youth upwards I have had no fSEiimly — ^no home — 
no father, mother, sister, brother! My life is an 
enigma — ^my history is an impenetrable mystery even 
unto myself — dark is aU the past, yet darker the 
dread fature. I only know how I have struggled — 
how I have striven and suffered. I will strive no 
longer. There is a fearfdl, an inexplicable, ay, and 
it seems an inexpiable, unappeasable curse upon me. 
Let my dread Destiny be fulfilled — ^I bow and yield 
to it, now and for evermore ! " 

He tossed both arms wildly upwards, as though 
beckoning the invisible ministers of vengeance to 
complete their task by his annihilation. 

His terrible emotion had reached its acme, and 
neither brain nor body coidd sustain more. A sud- 
den and complete reaction ensued, and uttering a 
faint, bubbling cry, he slowly fell backward from the 
rattling open casement, and sank in a heap on the 
floor. For some minutes he remained half insensible, 
and then with a great effort he slowly and painfdlly 
arose to his feet, secured the window, and groping to 
his humble pallet, he cast himself on it with a lament- 
able ejaculation. 

For hours he remained in a state of semi-stupor, 
snllenly listening to the wild bowlings of the tem- 
pest, which smote the crazy old castle until ever 
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and anon it rooked to and fro, like a ship at sea, and 
threatened to bodily topple over, even as Bertel had 
so madly invoked. Occasionally, however, he uttered 
heart-rending moans and cries, and in the depth of 
his agony and se^-abasement passionately appealed 
unto his Maker for mercy and aid. At length phy- 
sical prostration and exhaustion triumphed, and he 
sank into a profound dreamless sleep. 

Long had he been thus happily insensible to his 
woes and s<»towb, when by degrees he became par- 
tially awake, and turned over, and tossed his limber 
with a feverish action which abundantly evinced the 
disordered state of his mind and body. 

Hark ! was that a real soimd — a real voice ? Or, 
did he only hear them in a half-waking dream ? He 
struggled — struck his head sharply against the old 
carved wainsooting at the head of his bed — and with 
a staort and a long painfol shiver, at length he was 
£aidy awake. 

Bertel Eovsing now sat up in a bewildered surprise 
at finding hbsnsdf fully dressed ; and glancing at his 
bceast and diouldero he peocceived tibey were yet stiff 
and damp from exposure to the tempest He quibkly 
recollected all that had happened — ^all his mad agony 
— and he groaned to think that he had only awaked 
to undergo another day of ang^h and misery, ifor 
of late he was wont to go to his bed and pray that 
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morning would qniokly dawn, and when morning 
came, he prayed for night. One hasty glance at the 
oriel-window informed him that the tempest was past 
and gone^ like a tale that is told, and that the morn- 
ing was cloudless and serene. A yiyid stream of 
simshine entered obliquely, and illuminated the huge 
£EU3e of a quaint old ^Qrerman dock fixed against the 
opposite wall. Bertel saw that it was on the stroke 
of ten. 

'' Er den saa mange?" (Is it so late ?) muttered he. 

And then, with a bitter ironical smile, he added, 

" How thankful I ought to be for having passed so 
many hours in blessed obliyion ! Ha I I would that 
a tempest raged every night, and then I should be 
spared many — ah, how many!^ — ^hours of wakeful 
agony! Why, oh why, is not the fabled water of 
Lethe a blissful reality ? Ah, if it only flowed on 
this Island of Funen, I know one poor weary heart- 
broken pilgrim who would crawl on his hands and 
knees, if needful, to quaff deep insatiate draughts 
of its blessed waters ! Oblivion ! ah, yes 1 Oblivion 
would be bliss unto a wretch like me, whose life is a 
torment." 

As he uttered this, he once more broke out in a 
wild mocking laugh, and then sank listlessly ba.ck on 
his couch. 

At this moment the old iron-boimd door of the 
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outer room echoed divers impatient kioks and thiimpe, 
applied to its exterior. 

" Ha!" cried Bertel Bovsing, raising his head in 
languid surprise, '^ I did not altogether dream, then? 
Somebody is at the door ? Who can it be P What 
do they want with the poor recluse ?" 

He was not long left in suspense, for the kicking 
and thumping suddenly ceased, and a dear shrill 
young voice (evidently proceeding from lips closely 
applied to the huge key-hole) distinctly projected 
these imperative words into the heart of the vaulted 
room, 

" Luk Doren op ! Herr Rovsing, luk Doren op ! " 
(Open the door, Mr. Bovsing, open the door). 

" Why, 'tis little Wilhelm Vinterdalen," muttered 
the painter to himself, at once recognising the familiar 
voice. 

Then he cried aloud, 

" Vent lidt, min lille Ven ! Jeg staaer strax op !" 
(Wait awhile, my little friend, I am going to get up 
directly). 

"Det er mulight!" (That may be) screamed the 
unseen visitor, " med de har sovet far leenge ! Klok- 
ken er ti ! " (but you have slept too long. 'Tis ten 
o'clock). 

Bertel Eovsing, at these words, overcame his 
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inertia, and at one vigorous bound sprang off the 
bed on to his feet. 

" Verily," muttered he, with a cynical laugh, "the 
johild speaks well, and I richly deserve his innocent 
reproach. Babes and sucklings are wise."" 

He went to the door, and with some exertion of 
strength withdrew its heavy rusted bolts. 

Lo! at the thrediold stood a sturdy, beautiful, 
rosy-cheeked, bright-looking, bold-eyed, well-dressed 
boy, of some four, or at most five, years, panting 
with his exertions to rouse the sleepy Fainter of 
Svendborg Castle. At his feet was a good-sized bas- 
ket, covered with a snow-white napkin, and without 
saying a word, he gave an arch look at Bertel, and 
snatching up his basket, ran with it into the studio. 

The painter slowly and thoughtfully followed him. 

Setting down the basket, the child smiled at Bertel, 
and without the slightest embarrassment doffed his 
velvet hat, decorated with two long feathers from the 
wings of a sea-eagle, and made a graceM little bow, 
like a well-bred gentleman's son, saying, 

" Ghod Morgen, Herr Eovsing ! " 

" God Morgen," (Ghood morning) " Wilhelm Vin- 
terdalen!" responded the painter, laying his hand 
with a kind, even fond, expression, on the child's 
head. 

A brief pause ; and then — 

VOL. I. r 
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« That is a large basket You did not oany it here 
yoiireelfP" 

" yea, Herr Rovsing, I did." 

" WlAt, all the way from your mother's house P" 
and he stooped and passing his forefinger underneath 
the handle, uplifted it, asthoughtojudgeof its weight. 

^' Yes, all the way ! " repeated Wilhelm, proudly. 

^' Ah, what a strong little fellow you must be I " 
said the painter, gazing admiringly, and with the 
oritioal eye of an artist, at the ohild, who indeed 
looked an infant Hercules, being not only finely pro* 
portioned, but gifted with a body and limbs wonder- 
fully developed for his age. 

" What a noble boy ! " murmured the poor painter 
to himself, as he caressed Wilhelm's fiaxen head 
(around which the golden beams of the morning sun 
shed an halo), and gazed fixedly at his clear sparkling 
blue eyes and intelligent countenance, all a-flush with 
health and innocent joy. 

"You don't know what is in the basket?" inter- 
rogated the child, archly nodding his head as he 
slowly uttered each word with a dear ringing in- 
tonation. 

" No, indeed, I do not." 

"Can't guess?" 

"No, dear Wilhehn." 

"Ah, 'tis for you though." 
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^* Indeed! For me P" 

" Yes ! all for you. My mother sends it." 

" &ood mother !— dear kind Mend ! " ejaculated the 
painter, in a smothered voice. 

" See, Heir Bovsing ! look here ! " and Wilhelm 
drew away the napkin, and displayed the oontents of 
the basket, a glowing pile of ripe, luscious fruits — 
peaches, grapes, nectarines, early summer apples and 
pears, and a china basinfdll of the small yet peculiarly 
delicious indigenous Danish strawberries. 

"Mother and I gathered them all for you this 
morning ! I climbed the vine and plucked these ! " 
and he pointed to some magnificent clusters of hot- 
house grapes. 

" And you were pleased to bring them to me P" ^ 

The painter drew his breath very hard, and grew 
deadly pale as he asked the question. 

" yes, dear Herr Eovsing ! " answered the in- 
genuous boy, " for I love you very much ! " 

A gasp— a gurgle — a short quick cry — ^an unintel- 
ligible ejaculation — burst from the quivering white 
lips of Bertel Eovsing ; and he snatched the child to 
his breast, and passionately kissed him. 

" Qt)d in Heaven bless you, my darling ! " was all 
he could exclaim, in a broken voice. 

The child seemed surprised, yet not afraid, at this 
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unoontroUable burst of emotion, but he was much 
too young to comprehend it. 

^' And you are to oome back with me, and to stay 
all day ! " said Wilhebn, when the painter released 
him fix)m the dose embraoe, and set him on the floor. 

"To your mother's?" 

" Yes, Herr Eovsing — ^read that ! " 

The child drew a note from his bosom and gave it 
to the pamter, who with a trembling hand opened it, 
and read as follows : — 

" Dear Herr Eovsing ! 

" My little boy will bring you this, and also a bas- 
ket of our fruits, which he and I have gathered, with 
much pleasure, this morning for you. And I shall 
be very glad if you will accompany him home, for I 
have received intelligence that his father will shortly 
arrive from a foreign voyage, but, alas ! only to stay 
a very short time with us ; and I wish very much to 
have a miniature of our little Wilhelm, for my dear 
husband to take away with him, as I know it will 
gratify him Isxceedingly. 

"Your friend, 

"Amalia Vinterdalen." 

Tears gushed into the pamter's eyes, as he read 
this, and his haggard countenance betrayed the strong 
emotions of his soul. 

" Go, and play in the studio, my dear Wilhelm !" 
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said he, struggling hard to speak articulately. ^^ I 
will get ready to go home with you." 

The child bounded with a merry laugh to gaze at 
the familiar pictures, whilst the painter hurriedly took 
up the basket and passed into a small private closet. 

The instant he was alone he cast himself on his 
knees and burst into tears. 

" 0, my God ! " sobbed he, " pardon me my vile 
'ingratitude — ^my awful wickedness! Last night I 
felt so miserable, so utterly friendless, forsaken, and 
hopeless — so filled with despair that I was almost 
tempted to rush unbidden into Thy presence ! For- 
give me, dear and gracious God ! " 

He covered his face with his tremulous hands and 
rocked to and fro, uttering a monotonous wail. By 
degrees the flood-tide of his emotion subsided, and, 
although he stiU wept, and sobbed, and wailed, he 
was enabled to subdue his mental anguish and to re- 
cover his composure. 

" Ah," said he, as he arose from his knees, " how 
deeply is ingratitude to God and to my fellow-beings 
engrafted in this wretched heart of mine ! See how 
God provides relief for me in my uttermost need. 
* Sorrow and weeping may endure for a night, but 
joy Cometh in the morning.' The noble mother of 
this child is a friend indeed. She sympathizes with 
me — she understands me — she is ever benefiting me 
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in a way that even my proud sensitive heart oaiinot 
resist. God bless her I Ay, Gbd bless her and her'a 
now and for evermore 1 " 

In a short time the painter eame forth from the 
oloset, prepared to aooompany his little Mend home. 
The throbbings of his proud unhappy heart were 
now temporarily stiUed — ^his mind was more at eaae 
and resigned: a grateful eahn had oome over his 
soul. 

Hearing a strange noise in his studio, the door of 
which was closed, he hastily pushed it open, being 
apprehensive that the child might be doing iiyury to 
his paintings. He stopped on the threshold, however, 
arrested by a singular spectacle. Wilhebn had made 
a selection from the old armour and weapons softttered 
about the studio, and had clapt a helmet on his head, 
suspended a pair of huge old holster pistols to his 
waist, and held a long Italian rapier in his hand. 
Thus armed, he was marching at fall stride up and 
down the room, talking and shouting, and mitlnTig 
fiirious lunges at imaginary foes. 

" What ! " exclaimed the amused spectator, smiling 
at the boy's warlike humour ; " is my little Wilhelm 
playing the soldier — ^fancying himself den tappre 
LandsoldatP" (the brave soldier-lad.) 

"No!" promptly answered Wilhelm, flourishing 
the rapier with surprising ease and de^rity. 
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" Not a soldier ? Who axe you like then, now that 
you wear a helmet and sword and pistols P" 

" Ji\ke a sea-rover — a ooisairl'' responded the 
child, standing still a moment to push back the 
heavy bronze helmet, which had fiedlen down over 
his eyes. 

" A corsair I what a fiEuaoy ! Would you not rather 
be a soldier?" 

" No, no, no ! " pettishly cried the boy, " I will 
not be a soldier ! I will be a rover, like Captain 
Vonved!" 

Bertel Eovsing was much surprised at this speech, 
albeit it was uttered by a mere child, 

"Who told you about Captain Vonved?" ques* 
tioned he. 

" Mads Neilsen ! " was the unhesitating reply. 

" Mads Neilsen ! " repeated the paLater to himself, 
" surely I have heajrd the name lately, in actual con- 
nexion with that same Lars Vonved." And a mo- 
ment's reflection enaUed him to remember that one 
of the two men whose conversation he had overheard 
in the ravine, when he and Oliiflna held their last 
interrupted tryst, was addressed by his companion as 
Mads Neilsen, and said quite enough to prove him* 
self an enthusiastic and devoted Mend, if not follower, 
of the celebrated rover, Vonved. 

<< Wilh^lm, do you know Mads Neilsen?" 
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" yes ; I know him." 

^' And he has talked to you about Captain YonyedP' 

'* Yes ; and he sometimes gives me a ride in his 
boat, and he brings us fish — such beautiful fish I" 

<< Ah, then he is a fishennan P" 

^^ Yes ; and he lives on the island." 

"TheislandP What island, WilhehnP" 

'* One there," and the child pointed towards the 
entrance to Svendborg: Bay. 

<<But there are two islands there — ^Thoro and 
Taasinge— do you know which he lives upon P" 

^^ No ; but he lives in a little wooden house dose 
to the sea. I have been in it ever so many times." 

<< Indeed! and did Madame Yinterdalen— did your 
dear mother know that Mads Neilsen took you aoross 
the water to his house P" 

" yes, Herr Rovsing." 

^' And does Mads Neilsen sometimes call at your 
house P" 

" Yes ; he came yesterday." 

The boy — ^not yet five years of age— evinced by 
his replies, and the language in which they were 
couched, an intelligence very far beyond his years. 
His body and mind were alike marvellously preco- 
cious. 

Bertel Rovsing's curiosity was somewhat excited, 
for he now felt certain that Mads Neilsen, who, as he 
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knew positively, was, in some way, intimately con- 
nected with Lars Yonved, must be the same man 
who, it appeared, had, in the plentitude of his own 
admiration of the redoubted rover, actually inspired 
a kindred feeling in the breast of little Wilhelm Vin- 
terdalen. 

"Come, Wilhelm," said he, after a thoughtful 
pause, " you must put oflF your helmet and lay down 
your sword, for it is time to go." 

The boy complied with evident reluctance, and 
divested himself of helmet and pistols with exceeding 
deliberation. He still held the rapier clutched in 
both hands, when, suddenly looking the painter fall 
in the face, he gave a fierce stamp with his right foot, 
and exclaimed, in a loud, shriU tone, expressive of 
firm determination — 

" Herr Eovsing, when I grow to be a man I will be 
a rover like Captain Yonved ! " 

The painter gazed in astonishment at the animated 
features, proud attitude, and energetic gestures of the 
cHld. 

" My dear Wilhelm," said he, very gravely, " do 
not talk in that manner. You are a little boy, and 
cannot understand what you are saying; but it never- 
theless pains me to hear you. If I thought you 
would ever be likely to become a corsair, I would 
pray unto &od to take you to himself now you are 

r5 
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an iimooent ohild. Captain Yonved is a oonairy and 
ooTsairs are wioked desperate men. You would not 
wish to be wioked when you are a man, WilhelmP" 

^' No. But Captain Yonved is not wicked. He is 
a gallant nobleman ! " eagerly cried Wilhehn. 

"Who says so P'^ 

"MadsNeilsen!" 

" Ha ! " muttered the pamter ahnost anprily, " I 
shall make some enquiry about this Mads Neilsen. 
A precious sooimdrel, to impart such ideas to a 
child!" 

He gently took away the rapier fix)m the boy, 
smoothed his beautiftd flaxen hair and kissed his rosy 
cheek. 

The elegant velvet hat, with its pliune of sea-eagle's 
feathers, was then substituted for the rusty old helmet, 
and Wilhelm snatching up the empty basket, once 
more burst into his merry child's laugh and ran out 
into the open air. 

The painter followed with a portfolio under his 
arm, and the twain wended their way towards the 
house of Madame Yinterdalen. Little Wilhelm 
seemed to have already forgotten all about corsairs 
and Captain Yonved and Mads Neilsen, for he chat- 
tered and laughed and gambolled in the fresh crisp 
breeze and golden sunshine. 

Bertel Bovsing listened to his innocent prattle, and 
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gazed at ^^-^ with a mingled look of admiration and 
affection. 

"What a noble, what a glorious little fellow!" 
ejaculated he. " Ah ! to be the father of suoh a boy 
— ^what joy, what pride, what happiness I " 

He sighed deeply, and unbidden tears blinded his 
vision. 

Had Olufina heard his words and witnessed his 
emotion, would not her heart have leapt in subtle 
sympathy. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

THE traitor's DOOM. 

As the precise oharaoter and pursuits of Lais Yon- 
yed and his followers will be duly revealed in the 
course of this narrative, it will not be necessary to 
enter into any details concerning them at present ; 
but a brief explanation may be given of the circum- 
stances under which Lars Yonved became a prisoner 
at Bomholm. 

It must be premised that the formidable Baltic 
Eover possessed two vessels, the small one being 
the beautiftd Little Amalia, described in a preceding 
chapter ; the other was a vessel of considerable size, 
called the Skildpadde. The Little Amalia, in facty 
served as a tender to the Skildpadde, and was to her 
what the jackal is to the lion, or the pilot-fish to the 
shark. 

Both vessels had been hovering several days off 
the island of Bomholm, for reasons best known, and 
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perhaps only known to the Eover himself. Some 
information received by the medium of a fishing-boat, 
induced Yonved one evening to stand close inshore 
in the Skildpadde, having first ordered the Amalia 
to cruise at sea for a week in a certain latitude. 
Yonved then landed from the Skildpadde at a snug 
cove on the coast about two miles from the town of 
Eonne, and directed the crew of his boat to remain 
there to await his return. He was absent until day- 
break on the following morning, and then came down 
to the cove, and ordered the boat back to the Skild- 
padde, telling the men that he himself would remain 
alone on the island for ten days. During this interval 
the Skildpadde was to cruise out of sight of the shore, 
and to close in with the land on the evening of the 
tenth day, and then to send a boat to the cove to 
bring off the captain. Such, at least, were the oral 
orders of Yonved ; but he also handed a sealed letter 
to the coxswain of the boat, addressed to his chief 
officer aboard the Skildpadde. Having thus sent 
back the boat, Yonved walked off in the direction of 
Eonne. 

So far, nothing was unusual in the wild, adven- 
turous career of the Eover. But he little suspected 
that during his absence from the boat one of his men, 
who for some months past had secretly engaged for 
a heavy reward to betray at the first opportunity his 
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oaptain to the Daniah authoritiee, had stolen from 
this oove when meet of his oomrades were sleeping in 
the dead of the night, and only the ooxswain was 
partially awake, nodding in the stem-sheets of the 
boat. This perfidious traitor had then gone straight 
to Eonne, and given information that Lars Yonved 
had landed, and as he had reason, he said, to be- 
lieve (as indeed he had, for he overheard a oonvarsa- 
tion between Yonved and his ohief officer), the Boveir 
intended to lurk in the immediate neighbourhood 
some days. He named a plaoe where he supposed 
Yonved would be on the morrow; and having le* 
oeived 150 speoie-dalers as part payment for his 
villany, and a pledge that he should receive 500 
more in ease Yonved was captured on the occasion, 
he hurried back to the boat, and in due time reached 
the Skildpadde, quite imsuspeoted. 

The result of this treachery was the capture of 
Lars Yonved, and his removal next day on board 
the Falk brig-of-war, which had just anchored in the 
roads. The subsequent explosion of that vessel, 
however, was purely accidentid. At any rate, Yon- 
ved was quite guiltless of wiKuUy blowing her up, 
as hinted in the account published in Foedrelandet. 
He was hurled to a great distance by the explosion, 
stunned, but iminjured in person. He quickly 
rallied, and lashed himself to a spar, which drifted 
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out .to aea with the ebb tide and wind, and from 
this horrible jeopardy he was reetoued by the British 
barque Camperdown. The rest of his adventure, up 
to the time when his little joegt sailed away from the 
Camperdown, is akeady known. 

When Yonved was seized on shore in the manner 
described in the Copenhagen paper, he instantly 
knew that one of his crew must have betrayed him. 
He entreated the commanding officer of the troops 
stationed at Bonne, who had effected his capture, to 
reveal to him the name of the traitor. The officer, 
thinking that Vonved would never have any oppor- 
tuoity of avengiog himself on the ruffian, and that 
consequently no harm could result &om gratifying 
his natural curiosity on this point, complied after a 
brief hesitation. He also told Yonved the particulars 
of the man's treachery, the payment he had already 
received, and the sum he was further to receive, now 
that Yonved was actually captured through his in- 
strumentality. The result of the knowledge thus 
acquired by Yonved will now be detailed. 

The morning after Lars Yonved had been received 
by the Amalia fix)m the Camperdown, the little joegt, 
having sailed all night at her utmost speed, hove-to 
at daybreak, and Yonved himself ascended to the 
masthead, and with a powerful telescope swept the 
horizon. He beheld at a great distance two or three 
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vessels, but not the one he looked for. The Anialift 
was now in that part of the Baltic, where the Skild- 
padde had orders to oroise, and the latter vessel was 
the one which the Eover sought. For several hours 
the jcegt then ran on different tacks, to and &o, like 
a sharp-nosed hound scenting its master, and at 
length the wished-for vessel was descried. With 
every stitch of her black-dyed duck extended to the 
fresh morning breeze, the littie Amalia bore straight 
down on the Skildpadde, the latter meanwhile 
jogging along under easy sail. A sharp lookout was^ 
however, kept on board of her, for when the Amalia 
was yet several miles distant, the Skildpadde recog- 
nised her, and hoisted a private signal. It was 
immediately responded to, and then the Skildpadde 
hove-to, and the swift littie joegt of course neared 
her very rapidly. 

If the reader happens to be acquainted with the 
Danish language he will, doubtless, have already 
marvelled that such a singular name as Skildpadde 
distinguished the chief vessel of the Baltic Rover. 
Skildpadde means, in English, literally. Tortoise; 
and the tortoise is one of the slowest of four-footed 
creatures. It does not run ; it does not leap ; it does 
not even walk, under ordinary circumstances : it only 
creeps and crawls, much in the fashion of a sloth or 
a toad. Why, then, was this vessel called " Tortoise P " 
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Simply for a whim of Lars Y onved, who bo ohristened 
her in a spirit of bitter irony, because she was, in 
£bk^, probably, the very swiftest vessel then afloat in 
any sea or ocean throughout the world. 

The former history of the Skildpadde was suffi- 
ciently romantic even for a Bover's ship. She was 
built at Bombay, entirely of teak- wood — ^the hardest 
and moat endurable of aU woods used in shipbuilding 
— by Parsees, a peculiar people, of quite a different 
race from the Hindoos, and said to be descendants of 
the ancient Fire- worshippers of Persia. These Par- 
sees are, at any rate, exceedingly intelligent and able 
workmen, and during the last fifty or sixty years 
have been deservedly celebrated for their skill as ship- 
builders. They build vessels of all sizes ; and some 
of the finest Indiamen afloat have been entirely con- 
, structed by them. The vessel in question was built 
by the Parsees for an opium clipper ; i.e., to be solely 
employed in the lucrative, but demoralising trade of 
smuggling opiimi &om the Indian peninsula into 
China — a traffic which the Chinese government, very 
naturally, and from praiseworthy motives, endear- 
voured to suppress ; but England went to war with 
the flowery Celestials in consequence, and individuals 
jet exist who implicitly affirm that this "Chinese 
war " was commenced, continued, and concluded for 
motives which do not by any means reflect the highest 
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honour on the statesmen who at that period steered 
the British ship of State. Be it as it may, pooc 
John Chinaman was soundly drubbed and made to 
pay the prime oost of the rods employed in his flagel- 
lation. The opium trade is now more prosperous than 
ever, for the East India Company, it is said, olaar 
some three millions sterling per ftHTiiTm from the im- 
portation of the pernicious drug into China. 

The opium clipper in question was originally brig^ 
rigged, and named Cheringhee-Juhnahaha. Her 
career in that service was very brief, however, for on 
her second voyage, the Malays, who formed two- 
thirds of her crew, mutinied and murdered tibair 
officers and all the other Europeans on board. Ab a 
matter of course, they then turned pirates — a gen- 
tleman-like profession for which their natiye habits 
and predilections admirably qualified thenL Ere 
long, being hotly pursued by one of the East India 
Company's armed steamers, they steered through the 
Straits of Malacca, and with the avenger of blood at 
their heels, they held their frightened course straight 
across the Indian Ocean, westward. The svnft brig 
soon outsailed the Company's cruiser, but her guilty 
crew dared not again point her prow towards the Indian 
Archipelago. Their provisions, and worse stiU, their 
water, fell short,^ and so dreadfully did they suffer, 
that day by day their numbers were rapidly tlunned. 
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At length they made the ooast of AMoa, and oast 
anchor off Zanzibar, only seven of them surviving 
out of twenty-five. These wretches had no sooner 
anchored than they rowed ashore in a boat, half 
famished, and wholly desperate. The slave dealers 
at Zanzibar at once comprehended the true history of 
their arrival, and without ceremony clapped the seven 
Malays in a calaboza, or gaol, and seized the Ghering- 
hee- Julmahaha, under pretence that they would forth- 
with return her to her owners in India. In a single 
week they altered her from a brig into a very rakish 
little barque, and thoroughly equipped her for the 
slave trade. Furnished with false papers, and re- 
christened by the innocent name of Santa- Yincente- 
de-la-Luana, they then dispatched her, under the 
Spanish ^agy with a cargo. of 579 negroes, for the 
Havana, or at least for any part of the coast of Cuba 
contiguous to that city. 

The good and honest barque Santa- Yincente-de-la- 
Luana was for some time an extremely industrious, 
hard-worked, and remarkably successful slaver — 
thanks to her imparalleled swiftness — ^until the hu- 
man material for cargo growing scarce on the Mo- 
zambique coast, her owners, in an evil hour for them, 
ventured to send her roimd by the Cape of Good 
Hope, to pick up a C6u:go on the west coast. She did 
pick up a full cargo very speedily, to the north of 
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Cape Yeide, on the coast of Senegambia, but she 
herself was ** picked up" in tiun, being OTertaken by 
a dense fog not a hundred miles on her Toyage ; and 
when it cleared oS^ His Britannio Majesty, Qeoige 
the Fourth's cruiser Firefly was discovered within a 
cable's length, and the doomed Santa- Yincente-de- 
la-Luana forthwith became the said Firefly's prLisey 
much to the joy of 150 jolly British tars, for there 
were no less than 633 negroes on board the barque, 
for each of whom the captors would receiTe a bonus 
of £5 sterling, besides whatever sum the yeesel her- 
self might realize. 

And so a grey-haired master's-mate, and a little 
round-faced mischievous reefer of fourteen, and a gruff 
old quartermaster, and ten stalwart beef-eating blue- 
jackets, were put on board the barque as a prize crew, 
and they safely navigated her to Sierra Leone — 
only 111 negroes dying on the passage, owing partly 
to an insufficiency of food, and partly to a grievous 
distemper which broke out in consequence of their 
overcrowded state. At Sierra Leone the "mixed 
court," as it was called, speedily condemned Santa- 
Vincente-de-la-Luana as a true and lawful prize to 
His Britannic Majesty's cruizer Firefly, and according 
to the law in that case made and provided, the beau- 
tiful clipper was beached in the sandy bay, hove 
down, and sawn — ^literally sawn — ^in twain, amidships. 
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This was done aooording to oostoniy the ostensible 
leason being to render her, and vessels of like cha- 
raoter, bond fide wrecks, unfit ever again to sail the 
salt seas as slavers. But, in point of £bk^, this sort of 
precaution was illusory and deceptive. It was a very 
easy matter to put the severed portions together and 
render the vessel more seaworthy than ever, and well 
did tiie slavedealers understand the dodge. Nothing 
was more common than for these worthy and wide- 
awake gentlemen to purchase a condemned slaver 
(perchance one lately their own), sawn in twain, for 
comparatively a trifle, and then they had her quietly 
put together^again (lengthened to increase her speed, 
if they so pleased), and speedily sent her forth to re- 
sume her former trade. 

Thus it came to pass, that Santa- Yicente-de-la- 
Luana, duly sawn asunder, a little forward of her 
mainmast was lawfully put up to public auction. It 
so happened that two unknown strangers were pre- 
sent on thisoccasion. One of them wasno otherthan 
Lars y onved, the Dane ; and his companion was 
Marmaduke Dunraven, formerly a Ueutenant in the 
English navy, and whom the reader will hereafter 
recognise as Lars Yonved's chief officer. These 
strangers careftdly examined the condemned slaver, 
and agreeing that she was precisely the vessel they 
required for a particular servicCi and as they had a 
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tdflnbly heaTj bag of gold, they Tow«d, in choke 
Danflk and pore Saxon, to bay bar at any ooat. She 
was knocked down to tbem, wiib all bar ^atovBi, 
rigging, and apparel " (to qnote the l^al doooment), 
for the small sum of £295 sterling — not Ibe teotb of 
her real yalne— -and they would have obtained ber £or 
one half that sum but for the opposition of two or 
three pertinacioas bLddars, who were well known 
to be agents for the owners of banaooons, or ^ alave- 
pens," on the coast. 

Hence it was that this beautiful yet widced oraft, 
first the Cheringhee-Julmahaha, an opium oUppor; 
next a Malay pirate; and then the barque Santa- 
Yinoente-de-la-Luana. a slaver, finally became {wkai, 
will duly be revealed) the legal property of Captain 
Lars Vonved. 

As already mentioned, Lars Yonved, having a 
oertain caustic satirical spirit of his own, solemnly 
re-christened her the Skildpadde, or Tortoise. He 
e£Eected a further transformation much more impor- 
tant. Originally a brig, and converted into a barqtie 
by the slavers, Yonved fancied, and fancied .veay 
shrewdly, that neither a brig's nor a barque's was the 
proper rig for the clipper. He resolved to do ample 
justice to her ingenious Parsee builders, by rigging her 
in a fashion that would drive her through the water 
at her utmost possible speed. And so he converted 
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her into what is teohnioallj called a ^^ three-masted 
schooner''— a yery peculiar rig, now oomparatiYely 
common, especially in the case of foreign trading 
sorewHsteamers, but rare indeed at the period in 
question. 

A three-masted schooner, therefore, was the Skild- 
padde henceforth, and in this guise her keel was one 
of the fleetest that ever clave the transparent waters 
of the Baltic^ or the blue waters of the main ocean. 
Her tonnage was somewhat less than 270, per En- 
glish measurement, and her draught of water was 
astonishingly small — a distinguishing quality of 
whidi Lars Vonved well knew the value, since it had 
repeatedly enabled him to laugh to scorn the Danish 
Boyal cmisers ; for the Skildpadde could safely pass 
over shoals, or run along a shallow coast, whither her 
pursuers dared not follow. The very light draught 
of the Skildpadde — ^which did not exceed six and a- 
half feet, with all her stores on board — ^was attri- 
butable to three causes : her great length, her 
breadth of beam, and the flatness of her bottom. 
But her "runs" both fore and aft, were sharp as a 
razor, to use the appropriate nautical phraseology. 

Lars Vonved's originality of fency was not confined 
merely to the name and rig of his vessel. He 
painted her hull entirely black, her bulwarks, her 
boats, her masts, spars, and yards, were also black as 
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the rayen's wing ; and to crown all, eyen her sails 
were of the same ominous hue. It required little 
strength of imagination to compare the gloom which 
these black sails of the Skildpadde cast on the sunny 
surface of the summer sea, to the shadow of guilt, 
and crime, and sin. But the truth was, Yonyed was 
much too practical a man to do aU this from mere 
eccentricity. By painting hull, spars, and sails, 
black, he deriyed an immense adyantage oyer any 
yessel in chase. He could see his pursuer when his 
own yessel was inyisible, for no glint of sunlight was 
eyer reflected from the sombre-hued Skildpadde. 

The crew of the Skildpadde comprised in aU fifty- 
seyen men, including the officers. Her tender, the lit- 
tle Amalia, had a skipper, and four men for crew. In 
all, therefore, Vonyed's immediate followers numbered 
sixty-two. Here Lundt, the skipper of the little 
joegt, was not only the youngest officer, but also the 
youngest man in either yessel. Many of the men 
were middle aged ; a few were prime old sea-dogs 
of fifty and upwards ; and, probably, the ayerage age 
of each man was at least thirty-fiye. The astute 
Eroyer preferred men of experience and tried ability 
and intelligence, nor did he eyer admit one to join his 
desperate service aboard his two yessels, until after a 
probation as one of his numerous secret agents, or indi- 
rect followers. He thus had selected, by slow degrees, 
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Ilis present Grew of stem, fearless, determined out- 
laws ; skilftd as seamen, thoroughly devoted to his 
fortunes, and of tried fidelity. Yet, notwithstanding 
all his caution, foresight, and shrewd penetration of 
character, he had, at this time one man of his crew 
who had deliberately betrayed him for the sake of 
what was literally blod-penge — ^blood-money. 

To resume the narrative. 

As the Amalia neared the Skildpadde, Vonved 
took Herr Lundt aside. 

" My friend," whispered he, " I do not wish the 
men of the joegt to communicate to the crew of the 
Skildpadde the manner in which I came aboard — 
that is, not until I have previously seen and spoken 
in private with my officers. Forstaaer de mig?" 
(You comprehend me ?) 

" Perfectly, Captain Vonved ! " and the yoimg man 
bowed with a grave air. 

" I am tolerably certain," continued Vonved, "that 
our friends yonder cannot have heard from any pass- 
ing craffc of my betrayal at Ronne, and of the fate 
of the Falk ; but I wish to ascertain that before I 
relate the aflfair to all hands. Heave-to the joegt at 
a cable's length, and I wiU go on board the Skild- 
padde in the pram." 

"Alone, Captain Vonved?" 

"Alone." 

VOL. I. G 
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The young skipper immediately gave orders to 
lower the pram from the davitSy and meanwhile the 
Little Amalia luffed up. In a very few minutes 
Yonyed oahnly stept into the pram, and quietly rowed 
himself to the Skildpadde. He was welcomed on 
board by a cordial cheer from aU hands, for his crew 
were devoted to his service, and personally were veiy 
much attached to him — ^with one dark exception. 
They were, however, exceedingly astonished at his 
unexpected presence, for they had, of course, sup- 
posed him to be ashore at Bomhohn. 

Lars Yonved courteously shook hands with his 
officers, and uttered a few kind words expressive (^ 
his satisfaction at rejoining his faithfdl crew much 
sooner than he and they had anticipated ; and then 
he quitted the upper deck, making a sign to his chief 
officer to accompany him. They passed through the 
officers' mess-room, and the main cabin, and entered 
the captain's private cabin at the extreme stem of the 



Closing the door, and cautiously satisfying himself 
that they were alone, Yonved turned round, and 
again grasped his officer warmly by the hand, ex- 
claiming with an emotion he did not care to con- 
ceal: — 

" Dunraven ! yesterday at this hour I never thought 
to see you more ! " 
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*' Wliat do you mean I Captain Yonved, what has 
happened?" 

*^ You have heard nothing, then, of my adrentuies 
sinoe we parted P" 

" How oould I P The boat brought me your writ- 
ten order to cruise hereabouts for ten days, and I 
immediately obeyed." 

" The boat ! ah, yes, the boat from which I landed 
at the cove, near EoimeP" 

"Certainly." 

"And," continued Vonved, in a quick, significant 
tone ; " did all that boat's crew return with her ?" 

"Yes, Captain Vonved." 

" Every man." 

"Undoubtedly." ' 

A sing^ular smile played around the lips of the 
Rover, and he gently toyed with the little gold ring 
in his right ear, turning it round and round in the 
lobe, whilst his eyes gleamed in a very peculiar ihan- 
ner as they met the anxious searching gaze of his 
lieutenant and devoted friend. 

In person, Lieutenant Dunraven contrastedstriking- 
ly by the side of the colossal framed Rover. He was 
taUer than Vonved, but was spare and wiry, although 
capable of great muscular exertion. His complexion 
was very dark, his features were somewhat irregular, 
and strongly marked, albeit on the whole rather 
^ &2 
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handsome and prepossessing, and his eyes were dark 
and keen. The general expression of his countenanoey 
when in a state of repose, was dreamy and melan- 
choly, as though his thoughts were habitually more 
of the inexorable past than of the present, or the un- 
known future. His age was somewhat less than thirty, 
but he appeared ten years older. By birth he was an 
Englishman, and the few facts of his early history 
known to the Rover's csrew — ^who, it may be here 
mentioned, were all natives of Scandinavia, three- 
fourths of them being Danes — ^were, that he had been 
an officer in the English navy, and attained the rank 
of lieutenant, but for some act of insubordination 
was tried by a court-martial and dismissed the service. 
This happened on the Pacific station, and Dunraven 
was then only in his twenty-second year. Shortly 
afterwards he became acquainted with Lars Yonved, 
at Valparaiso, and the warm friendship which com- 
menced between them, resulted in Dunraven linking 
his future fortunes to the desperate service of the man 
who subsequently became so renowned as the Baltic 
Rover — ^whether properly or justly so designated, 
future chapters of this narrative will furnish matericds 
forjudging. 

In a few energetic sentences Vonved related to 
Dunraven all that had occurred to him — ^his betrayal 
and his marvellous escape. He then gave several 
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precise orders, and Dunraven quitted the cabin to 
execute them, Vonved himself remaining below. 

On emerging on deck, Dunraven jBxst hailed the 
little joegt, and, in obedience to his command, the 
skipper ran her close alongside the Skildpadde, and 
secured her to the mizen chains to leeward, in such a 
manner that the two vessels gently drifted in com- 
pany without chafing each other. Then Here Lundt 
and the four men composing the crew of the Little 
Amalia, were summoned on board the larger vessel. 
Some minor orders being issued and promptly exe- 
cuted, all hands were called. This was done in a 
peculiar manner. From a Ught iron frame over the 
fore-hatchway leading to the quarters of the crew, a 
large Chinese gong was permanently suspended. One 
stroke on this gong indicated the ordinary change of 
a watch ; two strokes summoned one-half of the watch 
below, on any emergency; and three strokes peremp- 
torily called all hands. " Bells " were not struck on 
board at any time. The boatswain proceeded to the 
hatchway, and taking an instrument resembling a 
drumstick (except that its bulb was of a flat oval 
shape, instead of being round), which always hung 
by a loop from the frame ready for use, he struck 
with it three measured blows. The deep thundering 
boom of the gong reverberated to the farthest cranny 
of the vessel, but the last lingering vibration had al- 
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most died away ere one man, and one only, answered 
the call, by emerging slowly and reluotantly tram 
the hatohway. All his shipmates were already above 
deck. 

lieutenant Dunraven now ordered all hands aft to 
the quarter-dedky across which he drew them up in a 
double line, the officers standing apart dose to the 
binnacle. He then touched his cap to the little group 
of officers, and again descended to the cabin, having 
exchanged, in passing, a significant look with Herr 
liondt, for Yonved had told him that he had confided 
to that young officer the story of his betrayal 

With the exception of Dunraven and Lundt, the 
crew had not yet the slightest idea of what had oo- 
curred, and the men exchanged looks of curiosity 
and wonder concermng the reason of the general 
summons aft, and to what it would tend, for they all 
had an impression that something extraordinary was 
about to ensue. But so perfectly were they disciplined, 
that the crew of a man-of-war, at quarters, never stood 
with greater gravity, nor in an attitude expressive of 
more respectful obedience, than did these three-score 
outlawed seamen who served under the flag of Lars 
Yonved. All were attired in a species of uniform, 
consisting of dark loose trowsers of thick homespun 
woollen doth, firom the cottage-looms of Denmark 
and Sweden ; a blue Jersey shirt, also of warm woollen 
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texture, reaehing up to the throat, and tastefully 
ornamented with green braid on the breast ; and a 
Ml skirted blue jacket. They also wore uniform felt 
hats — ^low-orowned and wide-brimmed — and a broad 
belt of blaok leather round the waist, secured in firont 
with a bright steel buckle. At the back of each man's 
belt was attached a leathern sheath, containing a sharp 
faroad-bladed knife set in a strong oval hilt of wood. 
The collars of their blue-ohecked cotton shirts were 
turned down over the neck roUs of their jackets, man- 
of-war £Euahi(»i. Altogether, they were a strikingly 
fine crew of picked veteran seamen, and there was 
nothing whatever in their dress or bearing to indicate 
that they were men who lived in perpetual risk of 
being captured and put to death for violating the 
laws of their country. Many of them had wives and 
fiamilies — aU of them had relatives and Mends. What 
strange fascination, or fanaticism, or utter reckless- 
ness, induced them to devote their lives to the service 
of a EoverP Were they indeed pirates? Theworld's 
rumour denounced them as such; but rumour oft 
hath a lying tongue. 

Besides Lieutenant Dunraven and Herr Lundt, 
there were two other oflBcers, respectively ranking as 
B&QooA and third mates of the Skildpadde. Both 
were middle-aged men, and of tolerable education, 
although not precisely of the class denominated gen- 
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tlemen. The name of the second mate was Martinias 
Mellem, a native of Carlsorona in Sweden. He was 
a large powerfully built man, with a stem and rather 
forbidding ooimtenanoe, but he was much esteemed 
by Lars Yonved for his skill and well-tried fidelity. 
The third mate was Evert Loresletten, ajollyper^ 
sonage, with a roimd, blooming, smiliTig coimtenaneei 
and an air of oonsunmiate bonhommie. He seemed 
a man on perpetual good terms with himself and- 
ererybody else. The luiiform of these four offioers 
was simple and not devoid of good taste. They wore 
wide trowsers of fine dark blue cloth, with a narrow 
red seam, and a long single-breasted surtout of the 
same material, closely buttoned up to the chin, and 
braided at the cufGs and skirts. A black varnished 
belt supported a short sword resembling a couteau- 
de-chasse, which they wore rather as a mark of their 
rank than as a weapon either of offence or defence. 
Their caps were of blue cloth similar to those worn 
by naval offioers, and were ornamented with two very 
narrow gold bands, or rather gold cords, and a little 
silk rosette of red, blue, and white, affixed to the 
front. 

The petty officers were the boatswain, the carpenter, 
and the gunner. Their dress was precisely similar to 
the men's, but distinguished by the figure of a tor- 
toise (in allusion to the name of the vessel), skilfully 
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worked in braid on the breast of the Jersey over-shirt, 
and on the upper part of the right sleeve of the jacket. 

In a few minutes the first officer re-appeared on the 
quarter-deck, preceding Lars Vonved. Every officer 
and man lifted his cap in salute, which Yonved ac- 
knowledged graceftdly, yet gravely. The Eover 
himself now wore his usual dress when on board. It 
consisted of trousers similar to those of his officers, 
but instead of a surtout, he wore a plain black velvet 
vest, fitting perfectly to his body, and closed up to 
the throat with a row of small round buttons of solid 
gold; and a very ample blue jacket of fine cloth, 
wide side pockets, sailor fashion. His hat somewhat 
resembled those worn by his crew, but its material 
was rich purple velvet, trimmed with a rare and very 
costly fur, and one side was looped up with a gold 
band, secured by a glittering precious stone. A sim- 
ple broad black ribbon loosely encircled the neck of 
his shirt, the small snow-white collar of which con- 
trasted well with the black vest over which it was 
turned. On the whole, his singular attire, although 
in some respects not exactly seamanlike, was pic- 
turesque and attractive, and it harmonized well with 
his imposing figure. He bore no weapon of any sort. 

"Lieutenant Dunraven," said Vonved, "are all 
hands present?" 

" I believe so, Captain Vonved." 

a 5 
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"Call over the roll, dr." 

The lieutenant, who spoke exoellant Danish, bowed, 
and immediately did as ordered, reading from a mns- 
ter-paper he held in his hand. 

Every man answered to his name. 

" AU present. Captain Vonved." 

^* It is well," responded the Bover, making a step 
forward, whilst his keen eye glanced from fiaoe to fiaoe 
of the assembled orew as though he sought to scan 
their several expressions and penetrate their thoughts. 
The hardy seamen stood motionless, and gasrad at 
him with eager yet deferential attention and strongly 
aroused interest. 

" Officers and crew! " exclauned Yonved, assuming 
an attitude of simple dignity, and speaking in a tone 
of calm decision, each word falling slowly, clearly, 
and emphatically from his lips : ^^ I am thankful to 
stand once more in your midst. I know how faithfdl 
to me, and how devoted to my hazardous fortunes 
you have ever approved yourselves; and many of you 
would, I feel assured, risk life at any moment to 
serve, or to aid, or to save me." 

"All, Captain Vonved! we aU wlQ do that," ex- 
claimed several voices. 

" No, my friends," said Vonved, with a sad smile, 
" not all. There are sixty-two of ye now listening 
to my voice, and of that number I hope, yea, I verily 
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believe, that sixty-one are men in whose hands I may 
trust my life at all times and under all oiroumstanoee 
— ^men whose hearts never entertained one disloyal or 
traitorous thought towards me or any of our company. 
Such are the sixty-one, but the sixty-seoond man is 
a Judas.*' 

The last brief sentence, which was spoken with ter- 
rible emphasis, albeit in a subdued and almost moum- 
M tone, electrified the crew. They drew in their 
breaths, and for a few seconds gazed at Yonved as 
though doubtM whether they had heard aright, and 
as though they sought confirmation of his fearful 
words in the expression of his coimtenance. Then a 
deepening murmur arose, and each man gazed ex- 
citedly and sternly at his fellows. 

"It is too true," resumed Vonved, and he now 
spake with a degree of plaintive energy as well as 
impressiveness ; ^' and it is to denoimce that peijured 
traitor that I have called you together, for we are 
now standing in solemn coundl to judge one of our 
own nmnber by the league and law which we have 
all sworn to obey, to uphold, and to fulfiL" 

He then, in a few vivid sentences, related to them 
his betrayal at Bonne, the explosion of the Falk, and 
his own solitary escape. He explained how he had 
leamt'from the officer in command of the troops 
which seized him the manner of his betrayal. 
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Loud cries of indignation, amazement, and gene- 
rous rage, then burst &om the orew, and with one 
Yoice they demanded the name of the traitor. 

^^ Who is he P Tell us, and we will rend him limb 
from limb!" 

" Nay, my men, not so," responded Vcmved with 
a gesture of authority, and a look which warned and 
reminded all that he was one who would instantly 
enforce it if needful. " Ye forget that we are met to 
try ere we judge. Forbid it that ye should condemn 
a man on my unsupported testimony, and without 
fair trial. Who is he P He is one whom I believed 
faithful ; he is blood-brother to one whom I know to 
be devoted to my person. Who is he P Sixty-one 
of ye look me boldly in the face, all aflush with 
honest anger, but the sixty-second dare not uplift 
his eyes. Who is he P Where is he P There! men, 
behold the Judas." 

As he spake the last ominous words, Vonved, with 
outstretched arm, pointed to a man who had slunk 
back in the rear of his shipmates, and who was 
dodging behind a gigantic Norwegian in a shrinking 
attitude, with drooping head, as though mortally 
anxious to elude observation. This was the solitary 
man who had so reluctantly obeyed the summons of 
all hands. 
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"What! Jorgen Neilsen! Jorgen Neilsen, axt 
thou the Judas ?" roared they. 

" By Balder's keel ! Kttle need to question him," 
muttered old Carl Bredvig the boatswain. " Only 
look at him, messmates and shipmates all. Look, 
and ye will judge." 

Jorgen Neilsen was instantly grasped by a dozen 
merciless hands, and many stalwart arms were raised 
to smite him. 

" Hold, men ! " thundered Vonved. " Ye forget 
yourselves. Bring Jorgen Neilsen aft." 

The imhappy man was whirled to the space between 
the group of officers and the crew. 

" Two of ye hold him securely ; the rest stand 
back as they were." 

The order was obeyed; yet threats and execrations 
mingled loudly. 

"Silence, men!" 

Some excited murmurs still preyailed. 

"Silence, all!" sternly reiterated Vonved, and 
profound silence ensued. 

" That man," continued he, pointing to Neilsen, 
"is the traitor — him I denounce, and him only. 
Boatswain ! " 

"Here, Captain Vonved!" respectfully answered 
the sturdy weather-beaten old seaman, whose grizzled 
beard and furrowed cheeks bore eloquent testimony 
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to the three-soore years he had battled with life's 
stormy ocean. 

*^ Take four men, and go below for the ohest of 
Jorgen Neilsen. Bring it here immediately." 

The old boatswain touched his hat, and with four 
hands whom he selected, hurried on his mission. 
During their very brief absence not a word was 
spoken on the quarter-deck. The wretched prisoner, 
Jorgen Neilsen, was personally a fine seaman-like 
fellow, tall and well-proportioned, and possessing a 
singularly handsome and prei>ossessing countenance. 
At least, such was his ordinary appearance; but now 
his manly figure shrunk, as it were, and contracted 
in every limb, his head drooped on his breast, his 
knees bent, his long fiaxen hair fell in lank disheyeUed 
masses and partially hid his pallid face ; but enough 
was visible to show that it was convulsed with agony 
and mortal dread. His shipmates scowled savagely 
at him, and deadly curses were inwardly invoked on 
his head. He would have sunk to the deck had he 
not been upheld. 

Speedily did the boatswain and his assistants re- 
appear with the chest, which they deposited at the 
feet of Vonved ; and the crew, urged by an irresisti- 
ble impulse, pressed aft, and grouped around in a 
dose circle, in the centre of which stood Vonved and 
his officers, the prisoner and his chest. 
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" Open it," said Vonved, " and searoh for the hun- 
dred and fifty dollars he reoeived at Bonne, as the 
first instalment of his reward for my betrayal. They 
were given him in a seal-skin bag, the string of which 
was a sinew of the leg of a rein-deer." 

A cry arose for the key, but the grim old boatswain,* 
with a single vigorous kick of his ponderous foot, en- 
cased in a huge sea-boot, burst up the lid. 

The contents of the chest, principally consisting 
of clothing and the usual miscellaneous articles of a 
seaman's outfit, were tossed out, and from among 
them fell a letter. The farther examination of the 
chest was postponed until Dunraven had read this 
letter aloud. It was from the commander of the 
troops at Bonne, in answer to some previous commu- 
nication of Neilsen, and it mentioned the reward 
which would be paid him for his contemplated trea- 
chery, and promised a personal pardon in case he and 
the crew of the Skildpadde were captured. Expres- 
sions in the letter clearly intimated that Neilsen had 
been sometime in negotiation to betray not only Von- 
ved, but all the crew. The traitor must have been 
infatuated to keep this damning proof of his treachery 
in his chest. 

A hurricane of denunciations and curses burst forth 
when the reading of the fatal epistle was concluded ; 
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but Vonved calmly interposed, and ordered the ex- 
amination of the chest to be proceeded "with. 

At the very bottom, in one comer, and hidden by 
a piece of canvas stamped down, a bag, precisely like 
the one Vonved had described, was discovered. 

Without speaking, old Carl Bredvig tendered the 
bag to Vonved. 

The Bover balanced it a moment in his hand, half- 
audibly muttering — "And this was to be the price of 
my blood ! " Then handing it to his first officer, he 
calmly said, 

" Lieutenant Dunraven, open this bag, and count 
the contents." 

Amid a brooding silence, broken only by the occa- 
sional creaking of the booms, and the flapping of the 
brailed spanker overhead, the lieutenant untied the 
knots of the rein-deer's sinew securing the mouth of 
the bag, and carefully emptied its contents on the lid 
of the chest. A large quantity of silver specie-dalers 
rolled out, and Dunraven deliberately counted them, 
his dark eyes fiercely glistening the while, and set 
them in piles of tens. When the last dollar com- 
pleted the fifteenth pile, the suppressed rage of the 
incensed crew, who already were to a man convinced 
of the guilt of the accused, broke forth into a simul- 
taneous roar of execration : 

"Overboard with him! Smite him! Kill him! 
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limb him ! " yelled the men who had long eat at the 
same table with him, and slept by his side. 

Again Vonved rebuked them, and turning to the 
prisoner, he said, with nnaffeoted solemnity, and a 
touch of pitiful feeling, 

" Jorgen Neilsen, what have you to answer to the 
charge ? Speak ! and speak fearlessly, if you have 
aught to say in your defence." 

Instead of replying, the miserable man uttered a 
heartrending groan, and convulsively shaking oflf the 
relaxed grasp of the two men who guarded him, he 
fell prone at the feet of Vonved, with clasped hands, 
and screamed, 

" Oh, Captain Vonved ! pardon ! " 

"Do you confess that you betrayed me — ^that you 
compassed my death ?" 

"I do! The foul fiend tempted me! Pardon, 
Captain Vonved, pardon ! " and he grovelled in the 
extremity of despair. 

"Eise!" 

Neilsen only debased himself yet lower at the feet 
of the man whose cruel death he had compassed fruit- 
lessly, and to his own destruction. 

" Eise, wretch ! " reiterated Vonved. 

" 0, Captain Vonved ! I cannot rise — ^I dare not 
rise — ^I will not rise until you pardon me ! " 

"Ay," sighed Vonved, in an accent of gloomy pity, 
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'^ I do pardon you firom my very heart, as freely and 
as folly as I hope that Gbd will yet pardon me ; but, 
the law which binds ns all together must be fulfilled." 

As he spake, Yonyed signed to the men who held 
Neilsen, and they forcibly upraised the unnerred 
suppliant. 

" Officers and men ! " cried Vonved, "it is our duty 
to proceed in this case as our solemn oaths have rigid- 
ly prescribed. The evidence of the guilt of Jorgen 
Neilsen is oyerwhelming, and he has himself con- 
fessed it. I forgive him from my soul, and were I 
alone jeopardized by such guilt as his, I swear unto 
you that I would not lift a finger to punish him. 
No ; I would leave him to the torment of his own 
conscience, and remorse alone would be a greater 
punishment than any which we can infiict. But we 
have all boimd ourselves by a solemn league and 
compact, and, if we swerve one tittle from what it 
prescribes, we are false unto ourselves, felse to each 
other, and false to that covenant so fearfiilly sealed. 
Our law must be satisfied. I urge it not for ven- 
geance— for a spark of vengeance I have not in my 
breast. It is for the security of each and all of us 
that we must now make a signal example. It was 
expressly stipulated in the bond, to which we have 
so awfully sworn, that if any man or officer betrayed 
or endeavoured to betray his fellow, he should surely 
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be put to death, provided that two-thirds, at least, 
of the crew voted his condenmation. So be it." 

Ejaculations of acquiescenoe and approval were ut- 
tered on all sides. 

" Lieutenant Duniaven," continued Vonved, speak- 
ing huskily, and with evident pain ; " you wiQ now 
call on each man of the crew to vote in the order his 
name stands on the muster-roll, and when he delivers 
his verdict, let him remember it is on oath." 

Dunraven, in a sonorous voice, commenced with 
the first name on the roll, which happened to be that 
of Nils Solvoi, the gigantic Norseman, behind whom 
ihe wretched conscience-stricken traitor had vainly 
sought to elude observation. 

" Nils Solvoi ! do you pronounce Jorgen Neilsen 
guilty, and do you vote that he be put to death, in 
the manner prescribed by our laws and ordinances?" 

The Norwegian immediately uplifted his ponderous 
right arm, and stretched conspicuously forth three 
fingers of his brawny brown hand — ^that being a 
Danish form of observance when a man delivers his 
testimony on oath, or has an oath administered to 
him — the three fingers being deemed symbolical of 
the three Persons of the Trinity. 

" He is guilty. He must die. Let him walk the 
plank. That is my verdict." 

These four brief yet terrible sentences were uttered 



^ 
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by Solvoi in a harsh determined yoioe, devoid of th6 
fedntest tone of pity. 

The same question was deliberately put to each 
man of the crew, in succession, and, in every instanoe 
the verdict was precisely to the same effect 

Not a word of comment was spoken by any indi- 
vidual during these solemn interrogations and an* 
swers ; but, from time to time, the supremely mise- 
rable man, whose doom was thus pitilessly pronounced, 
groaned and writhed, and when he heard the names 
of those who had been messmates and particular 
friends called by the lieutenant, he raised his head 
and glanced imploring at them, but, in every instance, 
they only answered his piteous mute appeal by looks 
of implacable hatred and detestation. 

The question was next put to the petty officers, 
and, after them, the superior officers, including lieu- 
tenant Dunraven, each formally delivered his verdict. 
Officers and men were alike unanimous. Not a dis- 
sentient voice was heard — ^not a solitary plea for mercy 
was uttered. Vonved himself assented to and con- 
firmed the judgment of his followers. 

What were the feelings of Jorgen Neilsen when 
Vonved's lips finally sealed, as it were, his irrevocable 
doom, could only be conceived from his physical as- 
pect. His terror increased to such an uncontrollable 
degree that every limb visibly shook and writhed; 
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his quivering bloodless lips receded mechanically and 
exposed his chattering teeth; and his countenance 
was Mghtful to look upon, so shockingly did it ex- 
press the unutterable horror with which he anticipated 
his inevitable, impending execution. He endeavoured 
to speak, but only some incoherent words were au- 
dible. But when he heard Vonved give certain orders 
to the officers, he suddenly started into vigorous voli- 
tion, as though a sword had pierced his vitals, and 
again convulsively extricating himseK from the grasp 
of his guards, he flung himself on the deck and 
clasped the knees of Lieutenant Dunraven, ejacula- 
ting in a piercing, unnatural voice — 

" Oh, Lieutenant Dimraven, speak a word for me ! 
You can do it — one word — oh, save me ! save me ! " 

The lieutenant, with a look of unappeasable indig- 
nation and disgust, jerked himself from the nerveless 
clasp of the suppliant, and flung him aside as though 
his very touch was pollution, but deigned not to 
respond by a single word. 

Then Jorgen Neilsen abjectly supplicated Herr 
Lnndt, the yoimgest man on board, and one whose 
gentle and generous nature he might naturally hope 
to excite to some token of compassion. 

" Herr Lundt ! for the love of heaven have pity 
on me ! Say one word for me ! Dear Herr Lundt, 
remember we were bom in the same town — ^I have 
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oonied you a hundred tunes in my arms when you 
were a little child — ^I climbed the pinnaded olifb of 
Brettenvelsen to get for you the young eaglets — ^I 
taught you to swim, to row, and to sail — all your 
feunily knew me, and were kind unto me — Oh, Herr 
Lundt ! remember this ! — ^will ym not say one word 
to save me?" 

Lundt was deeply moved by this passionate and 
really touching appeal. He would have been, indeed, 
unfeeling, had it been otherwise, for nothing so probes 
and softens the heart of a man who is not absolutely 
hardened by long contact with the world and the 
world's hollow wickedness and soul-deadening de- 
pravities, as any simple memories of his sinless child- 
hood, and happy boyhood, and golden youthhood. 
The despairing being who appealed unto him must 
have instinctively felt this, 

Lundt flushed crimson to the brow, and then his 
rich young blood receded like a tide; he became 
deathly pale, and trembled with emotion. A violent 
struggle was shaking his soul. 

Lars Vonved gazed keenly at his young Mend, 
evidently sympathizing with him in his cruel dilemma. 

The agitation in Lundt's breast was extreme, but 
his mind was quickly decided. 

" Neilsen ! Jorgen Neilsen ! what foul fiend tempted 
thee to do — ^to do what thou hast done ?" 



COUNT OF ELSINORE. 143 

" 0, Herr Lundt ! dear Herr Lundt ! " sobbed the 
doomed traitor, a wild flash of baseless hope for the 
ntoment flickering o'er his ghastly features, as the 
young officer uttered the first words at all indioative 
of pity which had hitherto been addressed to biin ; 
"it was — ^yes, indeed it was the foul fiend who 
tempted me!" 

"Ay, the foul fiend oft tempts us all," retorted 
Lundt; "but we do not yield to him as thou hast 
done. 'Tis true all that thou hast said, Jorgen, about 
my duldhood and boyhood. O, I woidd have given 
all I possess in this world to have been spared seeing 
thee thus ! Thou hast done an accursed deed, and I 
have voted to put thee to the death thou hast merited, 
but if — ^if it could be— if I coidd save thee — ^no, it is 
not possible ! No, thou must die." 

" Die ! " shrieked Jorgen. " O, Herr Lundt, by 
the memory of" 

" Say no more, Jorgen," interrupted Lundt, clench- 
ing his hands together, in bitter tribulation of spirit; 
" what is done is done. Were we even what we are 
feJsely accused of being — ^a crew of pirates — still thou 
wouldst be condemned to die by the just law which 
decrees death to him who betrays his outlawed ship- 
mate. But though outlaws, we are not pirates — 
though rovers, we are not corsairs — ^yet thou betrayed 
thy captain, and infamously plotted to sell every one 
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of iu»— coTenanted to deKTer us one and all to certain 
ignaminions death, to glut thy cmsed greed of gold. 
What : dost thoa think that the recollections of my 
diildhood will stifle in my hreast my ahhorrence of 
thy dime? Dost thoa imagine that I can look upon 
thee without detestation aftiBr what thou hast done P 
What! Jorgen Xeflsen! shall I plead for thy life 
after thou hast traitoronsly sold, for a handfbl of sil- 
Ter, my dear and honoured Mend and commander, 
Lars Yonved, Count of ELsiaore ? O, Jorgen ! how 
oouldst thou sell kii hloodP Thou well knowest he 
is the last of his princely line — in his yeins flows the 
hallowed blood of our ancient Danish soyereigns — 
and to him and to all of us thou hadst sworn an awful 
oath of fidelity. Xo, Jorgen Neilsen, I cannot save 
thee, even if I would. Thou must die— and may 
heaven have mercy on thee I " 

Limdt spake vehemently, and, as he uttered the 
last sentence, he burst into tears, and sobbed aloud. 
For a moment he stood motionless, his heavy tears 
pattering on the deck at his feet, amidst an imbroken 
silence ; and then, with a low wailing ejaculation, he 
turned roimd, and pressing one hand hard over his 
breast to still the throbbing of his generous heart, he 
strode with agitated steps to the taffiradl. Sympathizing 
looks and whispers firom many of the crew and officers 
testified their appreciation of his feelings, and not 
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one was there who did not reverence the emotion 
which unmanned the brave and loyal mariner. Lars 
Vonved himself, whose eyes had filled to overflowing 
daring this affecting episode of the tragedy, imme- 
diately followed him, and grasping the trembling 
hand of his young and devoted Mend and follower 
between both his own, exclaimed — 

" Dear Lundt ! from my heart's core I feel for you. 
OrueUy have you been tried and tested— nobly have 
you performed your duty. What is to be done must 
be done, but you need not witness it. Q-o below till 
all is over." 

" If you will permit me, Captain Vonved, and if 
my shipmates wiU not deem me womanish for" — 

" No," emphatically interrupted Vonved, " believe 
me, my friend, there is not a man who will not respect, 
admire, and love you more than ever for your conduct 
this day. Q-o below, I entreat — ^nay I command 
you!" 

Without another word, Lundt gripped the Eover's 
hand very hard, and descended by the companion-way 
to the cabin. 

Vonved slowly walked back to the clustering group 
he had quitted, and with his usual wondrous self- 
command, he instantly assumed an air of stem com- 
posure. 

When Jorgen Neilsen saw Lundt go below, and 
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Vonved return, the last spark of hope which had 
flickered in his bosom seemed to die away, and his 
head once more drooped inert on his breast, and his 
arms fell nervelesslj by his side. 

^^Baise him to his feet, and let him not kneel 
again!" exclaimed Yonved, with a gesture of com- 
mand. 

He was immediately obeyed. 

" Bind his arms securely behind him." 

This, too, was done with the quick dexterity of 
seamen, the unhappy man making no resistance, and 
passively sujOfering his wrists, and his arms above the 
elbows, to be firmly pinioned together. 

^^ Lash a thirty-six pound ball in canvas, and bring 
it here with a few fathoms of half-inch," was the next 
order. 

Neilsen at this moment raised his head, and gasped 
twice or thrice ere he could faintly cry — 

" Water ! for the love of Q-od, give me water ! " 

Nils Solvoi brutally mocked the imploring cry of 
the broken-hearted wretch, by telling him that he 
would soon-have water enough ; but Vonved sternly 
rebuked the imfeeling Norwegian for his cruel taimt, 
and ordered him instantly to bring a can of water 
from the scuttle-butt, or large cask, kept on the fore- 
castle for the common uBe of the crew. Solvoi there- 
upon ran forward, and brought the ordinary long 
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round tin can (having out the lanyard which secured 
it to the cask), filled to the brim, and held it to 
Neilsen's Ups. The poor creature, whose awful men- 
tal agony had induced thirst to such a degree that his 
tongue clave to the roof of his mouth, eagerly gulped 
the water to the last drop, and then Solvoi hurled 
the empty can far into the sea, swearing that never 
should any honest seaman again drink from a vessel 
polluted by touching the lips of a traitor. 

Vonved now issued order to prepare the fatal plank, 
and whilst that was being done, he directed the gun- 
ner to cast off the lashings of the great gun, and to 
load it for a blank discharge. This gun was a mag- 
nificent bronze thirty-six pounder, of extraordinary 
length. Each side of its breech was ornamented 
with exquisite designs in bold relief, being emblematic 
figures, wreaths, scrolls, &c., and the muzzle was elabo- 
rately chased. Originally it had belonged to the 
crown of Spain, and the royal arms of that country 
were conspicuously displayed above each trunnion. 
Vonved had purchased it at Mexico for a very large 
sum, although not more than the gun — ^which was 
said to be much more than a century old — was intrin- 
sically worth, for it was not only in every respect as 
efficient as on the day when its artistic decorations 
received the finishing touch, but it also had the repu- 
tation of being unrivalled for its immense range, and 

H 2 
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the aoouraoy with which it propelled its heavy balls. 
This very formidable piece was moimted on a traver- 
sing platform, between the fore and main masts, and 
was the only cannon on board. Vonved had whim- 
rioally christened it " Sweetlips," and that name was 
inscribed in golden G-othic letters aroiuid the end of 
the muzzle. The cannon was not discharged by a 
lock in the usual manner of ship-guns, but by a 
match, like land artillery. 

There was something very terrible in the peculiar 
alacrity which the crew, one and all, manifested to 
carry out the dread preparations for the execution of 
their doomed shipmate. Their hearts were steeled 
against him, and inaccessible to any emotion or im- 
pulse of pity for his fate, and they actually seemed 
to begrudge him his fast fleeting minutes. Super- 
added to their intense hatred of his treachery, was 
their disgust at the extreme pusillanimity he now 
exhibited. This excited a spirit of savage contempt, 
and many of them openly expressed it in graphic 
language. Had Neilsen met his inevitable fate with 
hardihood,' or at least with manly resignation, these 
rugged sons of the ocean might have felt a touch of 
pity and compassion, and certainly they woidd not 
have despised as well as hated him. Of all things, a 
thoroughbred seaman abhors a recreant spirit. A 
craven coward he values less than a dog. 
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The draught of water revived the half-paralysed 
man, and an incident oocurred almost simultaneously, 
which roused him yet more from his stupor of despair. 
He had a little Laland dog on board, of a species 
resembling the Scotch terrier, and this animal now 
made its appearance, and ran to its pinioned master, 
and rearing on its hind feet, rested its fore-paws 
against his knee, looking up in his face with spark- 
ling eyes, and wagging its tail, as though expecting 
the customary caress. Neilsen looked down at his 
dog, and uttered a heartrending groan. The Uttle 
creature at once ceased its motions, turned its head 
&om side to side with a j&ightened look, and then 
cowered at his feet whining and trembling, evidently 
conscious that some inexplicable calamity had over- 
taken its master. 

This touching little episode seemed to affect several 
of the spectators more than any of Neilsen's appeals, 
and he himself appeared to be immediately stimulated 
by it to make one final effort to obtain mercy. He 
turned to Vonved, and whilst big drops of perspira- 
tion — ^literally the sweat of agony — ^broke from his 
pallid brow, and the rigid muscles of his face con- 
tracted spasmodically, he once more raised his piteous 
cry for pardon. 

"Oh, mercy. Captain Vonved! have mercy on 
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" Mercy," retorted the Eover, in a measured piti- 
less tone ; " why shoidd mercy be shewn unto thee ? 
Thou didst perjure thy soul to betray me, and delibe- 
rately covenanted to betray all who sail under my 
flag. Not a pang did it cost thee to deliver me up 
to tiie dungeon, the scaffold, the wheel I " 

" Oh, I did a monstrous deed ; but have mercy on 
me. Captain Vonved — ^mercy for the sake of my wife ; 
my young and innocent wife and child." 

" Ha, thy wife and child P " hoarsely cried Vonved. 
^^ I, too, have a wife and a child. Didst thou think 
of them when thou receiVedst the price of my blood P" 

" My wife — ^my poor wife," moaned the miserable 
wretch, " she wiU be reduced to beggary if my life is 
taken." 

" No," said Vonved, " she will not, for I wiU pro- 
vide for her. Tes, I swear to do that." 

" My brother, Captain Vonved ; my brother Mads. 
Oh, he is heart and soul devoted imto thee— -for Ata 
sake have mercy on me." 

" Thy brother ! Ay, he is true as steel ; but thou 
shouldst not invoke his name. Thy brother Mads. 
Ay, did he stand here he would drive his dagger up 
to the hilt through thy false heart, and ring curses in 
thy dying ear." 

" Oh, Captain Vonved, will nothing save me P Gfive 
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me life — ^life ! — 'tis all I crave. Only let me live- 
life : life is all I crave." 

"Jorgen Neilsen," solemnly answered Vonved; 
^' art thou, indeed, a man P The veriest wretch who 
crawls through a despised existence would scorn to 
debase himself as thou art doing. Why shouldst 
thou so cling to life? Life! Dost thou imagine 
that existence would be life after what thou hast 
done? Burning shame and dishonour is indelibly 
branded on thy brow, and hadst thou the spirit of a 
seaman, thou wouldst welcome death as a kindly 
refuge iBrom the insuflferable stings of remorse." 

" Oh, Captain Vonved, — must I— oh, my Gk)d I — 
must I, indeed, die— die such a death ?" 

"Thou must. No more, Jorgen Neilsen— speak 
no more— -for as surely as my soul liveth tiiou shalt 
presently die the death of a perjured traitor." 

At these fearful words the last faint glimmering 
spark of hope in Neilsen's breast was extinguished 
for ever. He now yielded to the utter prostration of 
supreme despair, and never audibly spake another 
word. 

The appalling preparations meanwhile rapidly drew 
to a conclusion. A great plank of Norway pine, up- 
wards of thirty feet in length, and about twenty 
inches wide, by four inches thick, which was lying 
in the hold among spare spars and stores, was got 
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out and passed on deck. It was immediatel j balanced 
over the lee bulwark amidships, in such a manner 
that the portion inboard just sufficientlj exceeded in 
length that outboard, so that the end rested on deck. 
The gunner and his crew trained Sweetlips so as to 
point over the outer extremity of the plank, and 
loaded it with a double charge of blank cartridge. 
The thirty-six pounder ball, securely done up in a 
piece of new canvas, was prepared as ordered. 

Lieutenant Dunraven now officially reported to 
Vonved that the necessary preparations for the exe- 
cution were completed. 

Jorgen Neilsen was then led, or rather supported, 
to the plank, for his limbs seemed impotent, and a 
piece of half-inch rope was bound round his right 
leg above the ankle, the other end of the rope being 
lashed to the canvas enclosing the ball. The bight 
of the rope, as seamen call it, or that portion between 
the ends, was four fathoms long, so that, although 
the ponderous ball was linked to the miserable being, 
it did not restrain his personal movement. 

AU hands now breathlessly awaited the consumma- 
tion of the tragedy. 

Neilsen's little Laland dog had closely followed 
the tottering steps of its doomed master, and when 
he was led to the foot of the plank, and the rope was 
being attached to his leg, the poor thing exhibited 
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sjnnptoms of acute distress, by restlessly fondling 
against his feet, and tremulously moaning and 
whining in tlhe most mournful and moving manner. 
Irritated by its piteous cries, Nils Solvoi savagely 
kicked it across the deck, with a loud imprecation. 

This act did not pass unpunished. Lars Vonved, 
who had already been exasperated by the previous 
callous conduct of Solvoi towards the miserable pri- 
soner, was now roused to irrepressible indignation, 
and with a swift back-blow of his open left hand^ 
he struck the Norseman heavily to the deck, ex- 
claiming : — 

"Shame, fellow! How darest thou to treat an 
innocent dumb creature with dastard cruelty P What ! 
brutally kick a poor little unoflfending dog because it 
shows its affection for its master in his misery? Be- 
ware, Nils Solvoi ! Look to thyself, man, and anger 
me not again this day. Twice hast thou provoked me 
to wrath within the hour — ^beware the third time ! " 

The Rover's colossal jSgure dilated as he uttered 
this merited reproof and warning in a tone of fiery 
indignation, and he fiercely bent his flashing eyes on 
the culprit, as the latter staggered to his feet and 
wiped away the blood which flowed profusely from 
the side of his head and face. A blow in anger from 
even the open left hand of Lars Vonved was what 
few men living woidd wish to twice experience, and 
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Solvoi, who was merely a big, unfeeling fellow, coarse 
and brutal by nature, yet not devoid of some good 
qualities, of which stubborn fidelity to Vonved was 
ode, dared not speak a word in reply, but repeatedly 
touched his hat in deference to the commander, who 
had taught his crew to fear as well as to love him. 
The man was completely cowed, and manifested that 
species of brute submission to a power both physically 
and intellectually superior which a dog invariably 
exhibits when severely chastised by its master for a 
fault of which it is quite conscious. 

By the order of Vonved, the boatswain took the 
thirty-six poiuid ball in both hands, and stood close 
to the bulwark ready to heave it overboard ; and the 
gunner stood by the breach of the great gun and 
blew his match. Jorgen Neilsen was placed on the 
plank, and a seaman tightly grasping each pinioned 
arm, he was made to mechanically walk up the in- 
clined plane until he reached the bulwark. Then the 
seamen who held him each sprang on the bulwark 
itself, and by main strength of arm forced the poor, 
half-unconscious wretch to move forward until he 
stood on the plank two or three feet beyond the 
vessel's side, and there they kept him in their iron 
grip, awaiting the final signal. 

Within the last half hour the sky had rapidly 
overspread with dense clouds, and now, from heaven's 
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topmost cope to the horizon all around, was one lurid 
dome which thickened and darkened imtil it was lite- 
rally black. The light breeze of westerly wind had 
gradually died away until the huge black trysails of 
the Skildpadde, and the brailed-up mainsail of the 
Little Amalia hung perfectly motionless; but the 
monotonous languid swell of the sxdlen Baltic every 
now and then heaved the hulls of the two vessels, 
and caused their standing rigging to snap and jerk, 
and their spars to creak dismally. This ominous 
elemental change had almost passed unnoticed, so ab- 
sorbed were all on board by the tragedy in progress ; 
but at the instant when the crisis had arrived, ftnd 
Lars Vonved imcovered his head, and peremptorily 
ordered every man to do the same, a blinding flash 
of lightmng leapt from the heart of the brooding 
tempest, illumining the vessels and the sea on which 
they floated, and a tremendous peal of thunder al- 
most simultaneously burst close overhead, and caused 
every plank and timber to vibrate from the deck to 
the keel. 

That frightful flash smote the boldest heart with 
temporary terror — ^that deafening peal of heaven's 
artillery shook the strongest nerve. Yet he, the 
wondrous man whose followers they were, whatever 
he might secretly feel in his inmost soul, stood per- 
fectly unmoved, and his proud lip curled, and his 
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eyes flashed brighter than ever as he oalmly uplifted 
his right arm, and then paused a moment before he 
gave the dread order which was to launch a human 
being into eternity. 

Ere that order could be uttered, a second time did 
the lightning flash more vividly, and the thimder 
rolled more heavily than before. The scorching 
lambent flame uplit every face, and revealed, in 
ghastly relief, the forms of the startled crew. 

Whether dazzled by the electric fluid, or acting on 
some mechanical impulse (for reasoning power and 
moral will seemed extinct), Jorgen Neilsen writhed 
partially round, and turned his face once more and 
for the last time towards his pitiless shipmates. Not 
one who beheld his countenance would ever forget it 
to his dying hour. It was so Mghtfully convulsed 
and distorted as to be hardly human. The creeping 
lineaments were thickly bedewed with a bloody sweat; 
the eyes were so turned in their sockets that little of 
the pupils was visible, and the rigid lips, previously 
bitten through and through in agony, were widely 
parted, drawn upward and downward, and covered 
with greenish viscid froth. 

At this awful juncture, Vonved's voice thrilled 
every heart as he exclaimed, in astoundingly deep 
and powerftd tones : 
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"Boatswain, stand by to heave! Men, forward 
with Neilsen." 

The two stalwart seamen who gripped Neilsen's 
arms instantly obeyed. They thrust him up the 
plank with all their might — ^he staggered helplessly 
forward — ^the plank overbalanced and tipped down to 
the surface of the sea — ^the declension irresistibly im- 
pelled the doomed being to the extremity of the plank, 
and the waters of the Baltic received his shuddering 
form. At that same moment the boatswain heaved 
overboard the cannon ball, and in the twinkling of 
an eye it dragged to the bottom all that was mortal 
of Jorgen Neilsen. The fatal plank, by its own im- 
petus, plunged overboard after him, and rose many 
fathoms distant. 

The suppressed excitement of the crew was vented 
in hoarse murmurs, smothered exclamations, and in- 
articulate cries. 

" Fire ! " shouted Vonved, and the gunner applied 
his glowing match to the vent of the great old Span- 
ish cannon. A broad sheet of red flame was belched 
&om its brazen muzzle, and the roar of its thunder 
reverberated over the inky waters of the Baltic. 
Hardly had the startling report died away in lessen- 
ing rolls, ere, for the third time, a yet more awful 
flash of lightning smote the Skildpadde, shivering to 
fragments the maintopmast. 
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At a sign from Vonved, lieutenant Diinraven 
handed him the sealskin bag, in which he had re- 
placed the hundred and fifty dollars. Vonved instantly 
hurled it into the sea in the midst of the evanescent 
bubbles which marked the spot where Neilsen had 
disappeared for ever, and he exclaimed : — 

" So perish all traitors, and thus may they ever 
receive their accursed blood-money ! " 

A fourth time the lightning vertically descended, 
and a man fell crashing fall length on deck at the 
feet of Vonved. 

It was the Norseman, Nils Solvoi. The levin-bolt 
had struck him, and he was dead. 

Vonved half raised the body, and gazed a moment 
at the burnt and blackened features ere he laid the 
corpse gently down again. Then he sighed heavily, 
and moumfuUy ejaculated — 

" Ha! my warning to thee, Nils Solvoi, was need- 
less : thou wilt never more arouse my wrath. The 
vengeance of heaven is swifter and surer than that 
of man." 
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CHAPTER Vin. 



Much about the same hour of the same day that 
Vonved and his crew were trying their guilty ship- 
mate, far off on the broad waters of the Baltic, Bertel 
Eovsing and his little Mend "Wilhelm Vinterdalen ar- 
rived at the house of Wilhelm's mother. It was a long 
walk fipom the castle, for they had first to traverse 
the entire length of the straggling town, and then 
to pursue a pathway winding along the indentations 
of the shore, until they reached the south-eastern ex- 
tremity of the bay, where, at least an English mile 
distant from the last house of the suburbs of Svend- 
borg, and nearly three miles from the old castle, rose 
a beautiftd little green hill, of an almost perfect 
dome-shape, on the summit of which stood a small 
yet handsome villa-like residence, built of solid beams 
of pine, laid horizontally, and caulked between the 
seams like the planking of a ship, in a true Scandi- 
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navian fashion. Tha hill, or mount, had been levelled 
at the top so as to form a ciroular plane about a hun- 
dred and fifty feet in diameter. In the centre of this 
" table-land " was the house, and the ground around 
it was tastefully occupied with trvii and flower gar- 
dens, a hothouse, and a fish pond, the whole beiug 
enclosed by a broad ring or belt of evergreen shrubs 
which fringed the rim of the hill crown. Easy access 
to the house was provided by broad steps cut in the 
southern slope of the mount from the base to the 
summit, in such a manner as to form stairs, divided 
into flights by an occasional terrace, and every step 
was carpeted with the freshest verdure. The whole 
appearance of the mount, and the tree-embosomed 
residence on its simmiit, was exceedingly striking 
and romantic. The elevation of the hill above the 
level of the ground immediately surrounding its base, 
was probably over a hundred feet, and, as already 
mentioned, it was remarkably symmetrical in its 
proportions, being in the shape of an obtuse cone. 
Nature often performs strange freaks, and this might 
be one of them ; but the tradition of the locality as- 
serted the reverse. In other words, the natives of 
the vicinity firmly believed that the beautiful little 
hill was of purely artificial formation, and that, in feet, 
it was simply an enormous gravsted or cairn, erected 
in very ancient days by the labour of thousands of 
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hands, to maxk the spot wherjB some mighty Viking 
was interred. Hence it was known as the Konge- 
Qrav, literally King's Gfrave, or, as it may be freely 
yet faithfully rendered, "King's Cairn. Certain it is, 
that whether this beautiful little hill was a creation 
of nature or the work of man, it had been a noted 
traditional mount for at least five centuries, during 
which prolonged period its form continued unaltered; 
but at the commencement of the present century a 
local magnate, Herr Salvien, purchased it and a few 
acres of the grazing ground surrounding its base, 
from the Baron of Svendborg, and cut off the peak 
or summit of its cone to form a plane whereon he 
built the residence described. Herr Salvien was an 
elderly bachelor, and a noted antiquary. Possibly 
his predilections as such induced him to choose this 
singular site for his dwelling. He lived here very 
happily for ten or a dozen years, but one morning in 
the depth of winter, after a night of fearful storm, 
he was foimd dead in bed — ^his head almost severed 
from his body. At first it was supposed that he had 
committed suicide, but the doctors unanimously de- 
clared that a feeble old man could not possibly self- 
inflict such a ghastly incision; moreover, neither 
razor nor knife was discovered in the room, and the 
corpse reposed in bed in a natural posture, with the 
arms extended on each side beneath the coverlet. 
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Evidently Herr Salvien had been cruelly murdered 
in his sleep, and had died without a struggle. Mur- 
dered by whom P By robbers P No ; not a single 
artiole in his room, nor elsewhere, was missing. By 
his own servants P They were strictly examined and 
pronounced innocent. Murdered for revenge P He 
had not an enemy in the world. His fate was an 
inpenetrable mystery ; but to this day the people of 
Svendborg sometimes allude to it, and darkly hint 
that it was a visible judgment on him for irreverently 
building his house on the cairn of an ancient Viking! 
The heirs of Herr Salvien resided at GFliickstadt in 
Holstein, and they at once ordered the King's Oaim 
to be sold : an order easily given, but not by any 
means easy to be cairied into effect. A nameless yet 
palpable horroi? henceforth brooded over the house, 
and the hill which it crowned. " Sell it P Tes, you 
would doubtless be very happy to sell it, but who 
will buy it P. Not we — ^not anybody who knows its 
history." So said the people of Svendborg — and 
they meant and felt what they said. The house re- 
mained unsold, and the servants of its murdered 
builder refused to live in charge of it, asserting that 
they were frightened o' nights by unearthly soimds 
and sights. The house was then closed — ^the doors 
locked — ^the shutters nailed up. The ghosts, the 
apparitions, the evil phantoms, and the perturbed 
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spirit of the ancient Viking, had it all to them- 
selves! 

In this melanoholj state of ahandonment and deso- 
lation, the romantic little yilla remained year after 
year. Nobody wonld buy it — nobody wonld dwell 
in it — nobody would even approach the cairn after 
mghtiaR. The place was accursed. Weeds smothered 
its garden-plots ; green moss and iyy grew over its 
mildewed walls ; and a dolefol pair of homed hoot- 
iQg-owls permanently roosted in an aloove over its 
principal doorway, and a yery judicious choice of 
residence it doubtless proved, for swarms of sparrows 
colonized the projecting eaves and fiontastic gables, 
and legions of mice established their head-quartan 
around the lower walls, so that their Serene High- 
nesses of the Alcove lived in all Owlish Paradise, and 
feasted on the sparrows and mice during the night, 
whereby they soon grew majestically fat and lazy, 
and all day long they nestled together, dozing and 
blinking, and occasionally indulging in a screech and 
a hoot to express their profound mutual conviction 
that their lines had indeed fekUen in pleasant places. 
Ah, the owl is verily a sage creature, and the andent 
did well to figure it as the bird of Minerva. 

In absolute despair the GFlucksl^dt owners of the 
villa of King's Cairn oflfered it rent free for a year to 
whoever would reside in it, prudently hoping by this 
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means to dissipate the superstitious dread in which it 
was enshrouded. In vain. The poorest inhabitant 
of Svendborg refused to domicile himself on the 
cairn, vowing that he would not dwell on it even if 
liberally paid to do so. Thus the evil spirits, and 
the mice, and the sparrows, and their Serene and 
Imperial Highnesses the owls, still remained the un- 
disturbed tenants of the villa, and doubtless were a 
very happy and united family (whilst the sim shone) ; 
but who can foresee what a day may bring forth P 
Men cannot : nor even owls. One fine morning, to 
the incredulous amazement of the locality, the rumour 
spread that Mads Neilsen, a well-known fisherman, 
had accepted the offer to reside at "King's Cairn rent 
free for a twelvemonth and a day. Incredible as the 
news sounded, it was nevertheless quite true. Honest 
Mads presented a letter to the Svendborg agent of 
the owners of King's Cairn, which he had received 
direct from them, whereby he was authorized and 
empowered to occupy the villa, and the agent was 
ordered to forthwith put it in a comfortable state of 
repair for his residence. How was it that such a man 
as Mads Neilsen had been thus specially communi- 
cated with by the owners? asked the gossips of 
Svendborg. And what could have induced him to 
accept their offer P Mads ostensibly made no secret 
of his own share in the affair. A friend of his (w?Ao 
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was that Mend P queried the gossips ; but Mads gave 
an oracular, that is to say, an exceedingly vague and 
utterly unsatisfactory response), had recommended 
him to the proprietors at GFliickstadt, and the latter 
had promised him a fee of fifty specie-doUars at the 
expiration of his year's rent-free sojourn. He ad- 
mitted (with an air of ingenuous modesty), that but 
for this tempting prospective reward, he never could 
have mustered resolution to defy the perturbed spirit 
of the ancient Viking, to say nothing of the angry 
ghost of poor old murdered Herr Salvien. 

The gossips of Svendborg enjoy the richly deserved 
reputation of being as keen-scented and as far-sighted 
as any in His Danish Majesty's scattered dominions, 
and they unanimously agreed that although Mads 
Neilsen might speak the truth, yet that he assuredly 
did so with considerable mental reservation. All 
their practised skill in cross-examination, however, 
was vainly exercised on the cimning fisherman. He 
had said all he meant to say, all he was willing to 
say, aU he thought it politic to say, and he was much 
too wary and too stubborn to yield one iota more of 
information in answer to the artful and insidious in- 
terrogations of the most accomplished newsmongers 
in aU Denmark. " Ah," sighed the baffled and crest- 
fallen gossips, green with spite at their imparalleled 
defeat, " if the wretch only had a wife ! " TJnfor- 
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tunately (for them) Mads had not a wife ; and even 
if he had been married, it was very questionable 
whether such a shrewd and iron-headed fellow would 
have intrusted her with any secret which he wished 
to preserve inviolate. StiU the Svendborg gossips 
did not despair — ^they were too experienced in the 
pursuit of knowledge under difficulties. "Wait 
awhile," whispered they, "and we shall see. The 
blade of com does not appear immediately after the 
seed is sown. Once let it show its head above ground, 
and we shall know where to dig down to its hidden 
roots." Sagacious and consolatory doctrine, which 
verily will lead to practical results, if the fates forbid 
not ! Despair not yet, ye astute gossips of Svend- 
borg ! Persevere, dig, delve, and ferret out the 
mystery, for the sake of your world-renown ! 

Mads Neilsen's letter of authorization was duly 
accredited by the agent. A corps of artizans and 
labourers were marched to the summit of King's 
Caim within four-and-twenty hours after its presenta- 
tion, and in advance of them all stalked burly Mads 
Neilsen, with a ladder on his shoulder, and a par- 
ticularly long boathook in his hand. Arrived beneath 
the walls of the villa. Mads complacently deposited 
his ladder on the ground, and to the aijiusement of 
his motley troop of followers, he commenced opera- 
tions by dexterously dragging down with his boathook 
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the scores of sparrows' nests clustered beneath the 
projecting eaves. Dire was the Dommotion among 
the swarms of indignant sparrows, and shrilly did 
they chatter their abhorrence of this unexpected and 
merciless onslaught on their highly respectable and 
inoffensiye colony. Alas! poor ionocent sparrows! 
ye may flutter around your violated homes, and may 
pipe piteously, but Mads the Fisherman hath no 
bowels of compassion. He will drag down every one 
of your laboriously constructed habitations, and scat- 
ter your speckled eggs, and your unfledged young- 
lings on the hard pebbly ground, amid laughter and 
jeers from his cruel companions. And lo! three 
gaunt hungry-eyed cats, whiskers flercely erect, and 
tails vigorously elevated, are trotting at full speed to 
the scene of devastation, even as vultures troop to 
the slain-strewn battle-fleld. Henceforward learn, 
sparrows, that ye have worse enemies in the world 
than your neighbours the insatiate owls, albeit ye oft 
have chirruped hard thoughts of them. Te are now 
recipients of a lesson by which even men may proflt. 
The sparrows are not the only horrified spectators 
of the raid. From every gaping crevice of the villa, 
from every window-sill, and every eave, sharp-nosed, 
bright-eyed mice, gaze with inconceivable, indescriba- 
ble dismay. They behold what is going on — ^they. 
see, horror! their hereditary enemy, the cats. 
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Shriek, mice ! your fate will peradventure be even 
more deplorable than that of your feUow-colonizers, 
the bold sparrows, for they have wings to fly away, 
but ye h^ve only four nimble Kttle feet. Look forth 
onoe more at the fatal trio of Ghrimalkins ! Observe 
their sharp claws, their long white teeth, their fierce 
whiskers, their contracted green eyes, void of pity 
for your kind, their lank sides, their ravenous aspect. 
Shriek, mice ! and flee to the innermost recesses 
of your secret haunts, and there hold earnest and 
eager council of safety in this hour of dread extremity. 
Peacefully slumbering in their own snug alcove 
over the doorway, were the majestic pair of homed 
owls, when the uproar aroused them fix^m their plea- 
sant owUsh dreams. The wise birds slowly opened 
their great eyes, and then suddenly shut them with 
a shudder of pain and disgust, for the morning sun 
shone full upon them. Again their startled Serene 
Highnesses looked forth, peering and blinking, and 
yet only half awake. Frightful was the vision of 
reality they beheld. Their pointed ears grew per- 
manently erect, their wide eye-lids grew rigid, their 
round eyes dilated to the fullest extent, even in the 
sunbeams, every feather of their bodies puffed and 
quivered with terror. Too well did they comprehend 
what had come to pass; and prolonged quavering 
whoops and hoots feebly expressed their horror and 
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despair. Fly, Birds of Minerva ! while it is yet 
time, for lo ! the enemy is close at hand. Approve 
yourselves wise as ye are reputed, or all Owldom will 
lose its renown for sagaoiiy . Alas ! they oannot fly, 
and they feel this fatal inability firom the tips of their 
ears to the extremities of their downy toes. A long 
reign of peace, abundance, and luxury has undone 
them. They are overfed, overfat; they are enervated, 
unnerved ; they have not yet digested a most dainty 
and immoderate supper of juicy young sparrows and 
delicious mice, which they commenced at twUight 
last evening, and finished a few minutes before sun- 
rise this blessed summer's morning; and did the lives 
of all the citizens of Owldom depend on their indi- 
vidual exertions to escape their imminently impend- 
ing doom, they could not flutter a pinion. Woe and 
dolour for Owldom; treble woe for their Serene 
Highnesses of the Alcove. " Whoo-hoo-hoo ! Hoo- 
whoo-hoo-oo-ooo ! " they dolefully hoot. 

Euthless Mads Neilsen has dragged down the last 
sparroVs nest, and with a grim grin the remorseless 
fisherman now plants his ladder against the alcove, 
ascends it as coolly as he would the ratlins of a ship's 
shrouds, and grasps the astounded owls each by the 
neck. Spare them, Mads ! forget not that they are 
Minerva's own Birds. He vdll not : for he hath a 
heart of stone, and he cares no more for Minerva 

VOL. I. I 
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than he does for the ancient Yiking. One dismal 
half-ohoked whoop, one final convulsive flutter of 
their wings, and then the huge heads of their Serene 
Highnesses are wrenched off; and heads and bodies 
are alike contemptuously tossed to the fierce trio of 
Grimalkins, who pounce upon them with growls of 
feline delight. Dearly have ye paid for your Owlish 
Paradise, hapless Birds of Minerva ! Brief was 
your sojourn therein, yet it was supremely happy — 
whilst it lasted. 

A quarter of an hour sufficed for the annihilation 
of the Owlish Paradise, and then the laughing group 
of renovators (and iconoclasts) dispersed to set vigor- 
ously to work, each in his special function. Windows 
nailed up for seven long years were reopened to the 
fresh breeze and the warm sunshine; doors were 
forced wide ajar ; the green tendrils of the clustering 
ivy were torn down from the walls ; sparrows, bats, 
mice, and vermin of all kinds were mercilessly put 
to flight. The valuable furniture of the villa had 
been left almost imdisturbed after the death of Herr 
Salvien, and it was now found to be little the worse 
for its long disuse. Mads Neilsen, having very little 
reverence in his soul for the relics of bygone ages, 
gathered together all the antiquarian curiosities which 
poor Herr Salvien had spent his life in collecting and 
classifying, and ignominiously transferred them to a 



COUNT OP ELSINORB. 171 

huge lumber closet, muttering the while sundry 
anathemas on "old-world rubbish," which would 
have driven Herr SalTien distracted to have heard 
£rom mortal lips. 

Within one week the villa was " overhauled," as 
Mads phrased it, to his perfect satisfaction ; and he 
thereupon took possession " for a twelvemonth and a 
day." Mads was a bold man — ^muoh bolder than he 
affected to be, for in his secret thoughts he laughed 
to scorn ihe idea of spirits haunting King's Cairn. 
Alone dwelt he—" monarch of all he surveyed," and 
nobody disputed his right. No human being shared 
with him his temporary residence, but the three 
strange gaunt cats (who ceased to be gaunt and hun- 
gry-eyed, just in proportion as the mice and sparrows 
decreased in numbers) settled themselves along with 
him, and kept on very amicable terms with an enor- 
mous Jutland dog, of very savage renown. Mads' 
especial pet. Weeks and months quickly sped, and 
the Argus-eyed gossips of Svendborg groaned in 
spirit because they could not even yet discover any 
clue to the mystery of Mads' occupation of King's 
Gaim. The soUtary dweller himself pursued his 
customary calling of fisherman with imflagging in- 
dustry, and made his appearance at the alehouse 
even less firequently than before he became the resi- 
denter of the villa ; but this, it may charitably be 

i2 
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supposed, was solely owing to the distance of !ELing's 
Oaim from the little seaport. He was oft closely 
questioned and cross-questioned concerning the pre- 
sumed appearance of evil spirits o' night, and, with 
a spice of wicked waggery, he would shake his head 
very significantly, groan or growl mysteriously, and 
with great apparent reluctance admit that he was 
sometimes deprived of his natural rest. The impres- 
sion derived from these dubious hints and half-con- 
fessions, induced the sage gossips of Svendborg to 
imagine that in verity he was persecuted by the in- 
dignant ghosts of the ancient Viking and of Herr 
Salvien; but Mads laughed in his sleeve at their 
eager credulity, for the only nocturnal disturbance 
he ever experienced was from the caterwauling of his 
trio of striped Ghrimalkins, or the wakeful howls of 
Aravang, his faithful yet ferocious Jutland dog. 

Month after month quickly sped, until the eleventh 
of Mads' occupancy of the villa drew to a close, and 
then all Svendborg was electrified by a grand dis- 
covery made by a sort of self-elected committee of 
the most experienced gossips of the place. They had 
come to the conclusion that Mads the Fisherman oc- 
cupied the villa because it was peculiarly adapted for 
smuggling! Truly, there was some reason to imagine 
they had hit on the right scent at last, for the seaward 
front of the cairn rested on the head of a short and 
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deep ravine whioh extended to the water's edge, and 
vessels of six to eight feet draught could haul close 
inshore at the mouth of this ravine, and owing to the 
physical formation of the shore, they could do this 
without the possibility of being perceived from any 
quarter with the exception of the cairn itself. His 
Danish Majesty's officers of the customs were forth- 
with on the alert, but a month's close watching on 
their part was fruitless, and Mads himself was evi- 
dently delighted by the absurdity of their suspicions, 
for he gleefully offered to permit them to overhaul 
the villa from basement to garret, and to take their 
station there to watch for smugglers in the offing. 
To a dead certainty the blade has not yet sprung 
above-ground, and therefore ye cannot discover the 
hidden roots, O gossips of Svendborg ! 

At the expiration of Mads' engagement, a fresh 
marvel agitated the Svendborgites. A considerable 
quantity of new and beautifdl fomiture arrived at 
King's Caim ; and upholsterers, painters, and other 
skilled artizans, (Same all the way fr^m Copenhagen 
to render the villa a thoroughly comfortable and ele- 
gant residence. "Oho ! " shrilly chorussed the Svend-f 
borgites, " we can now see nearly as far into a mill- 
stone as the man who made it. Mads Neilsen has 
been a mere warming-pan — ^he has prepared the nest 
jBor the birds who will occupy it for good and all." 
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Verily, the sage gofisips "^ere not £Eur vrrong in their 
soimises this time, for mthin three weeks the villa 
reoeived its fdtare inmates, Captain Wilhehn Yin* 
terdalen, his wife and ohild, an aunt of Madame's, 
a middle-aged female servant, and a nursemaid. Who 
were they P Whenoe oame they P What had induced 
them to select King's Cairn, of all places in the habit- 
able world, for their residence P Yery natural queries, 
and to a certain ^gree easily answered. Captain 
Yinterdalen derived his title from being a ship-master, 
and it was understood that he commanded an East 
Indlaman belonging to either Hamburg or Bremen. 
Others, however, flatly contradicted this, and said he 
was master of a Qreenland whaler belonging to the 
latter port. One fact was admitted as indisputable : 
Captain Yinterdalen was indeed a ship-master, and 
he must nett a tolerably handsome income from his 
profession, otherwise he could not have afforded to 
occupy King's Cairn in such style. The family had 
quitted Hamburg expressly to dwell at King's Cairn 
— some said for change of air ; others said it was for 
cheapness of living ; and a third party positively as- 
serted that Captain Yinterdalen had won King's Cairn 
from the heirs of Herr Salvien at play in a Hamburg 
gambling-house. It was somewhat remarkable that 
neither the Svendborg agent of the reputed owners, 
nor yet Mads NeUsen, ever denied or contradicted ixx 
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any way these diverse rumours. Whatever they knew, 
they manifested no intention to enlighten King 
Frederick's lieges. As to Mads Neilsen, he very 
quietly evacuated the villa, and removed to a solitary 
cottage on the island of Thoro, which had originally 
been built as a store-house for dried fish, but for a 
number of years had been abandoned. It was now 
speedily converted into a comfortable-enough dwel- 
ling for the hardy fisherman, who was permitted to 
occupy it for the merely nominal rent of one specie- 
daler {is. 6d.)j per annum, and an occasional dish of 
dainty fish to the steward of the Great Baron to whom 
the isle belonged. Mads was the only himian dweller 
on Thoro; and he bore the reputation of being misan- 
thropical and greatly inclined to a solitary or hermit- 
like existenge, and it was {affirmed he was a notorious 
woman-hater ; but they who knew him best averred 
that Mads was a capital boon companion when in 
congenial company ; that he was not at all unsocial, 
rightly imderstood, albeit as rough-mannered as a 
polar bear; and that although he certainly was not a 
" marrying man," he had a keen eye for rosy cheeks 
and neat ankles, and was perfectly capable of appre- 
ciating the charms the Svendborg (or any other) 
beauties. The eastern extremity of the island of 
Thoro was not above an English mile from the sea- 
ward base of King's Cairn, and thither Mads was 



176 VONVED THE DANE.* 

sure to sail at least twioe or thrice a week, with an 
offering of fish to the Yinterdalens. It was yeiy 
evident from the first that Mads was quite a £Givoiirite 
with this stranger family, and in a very short period 
he permanently established himself as a sort of hum- 
ble Mend and out-of-door servitor, performing all 
sorts of little services and commissions for them, and 
spending much of his leisure time in and about the 
viUa. He happened, singularly enough, to be an 
enthusiastic amateur gardener, and Captain Yinter- 
dalen permitted him to undertake the management 
of every inch of the garden-grounds of King's Cairn, 
excepting the little plot of flower-beds under Madame's 
especial care. 

As regarded Captain Vinterdalen individually, the 
people of Svendborg knew no more at the expiration 
of four years than they did within four days of his 
first arrival. He seldom remained more than two or 
three weeks at the villa at a time, being absent on 
sea- voyages at least nine months a year on the aver- 
age; and even when at home he very rarely descended 
from the simunit of the cairn landward, but he often 
scrambled down the ravine at its seaward base, and 
embarked thence in Mads Neilsen's fishing-boat for a 
pleasure sail. So partial was Captain Yinterdalen to 
boating, that he and Mads not unfrequently went far 
out to sea, and were sometimes even absent for eight- 
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and-forty hours at a spell, to the extreme disquietude 
of the.Captam's wife. That Captam Vinterdalen 
dearly loved his wife and child was nevertheless cer- 
tarn, and a romantic yet literally true story becione 
current concerning their mutual history. Madame 
Vinterdalen was the only child of a Danish officer, 
Colonel Orvig, who fell at the bombardment of Co- 
penhagen in 1807. His widow was left in narrow 
circumstances, and she returned to Hamburg, her 
native city, where« her relatives soon had to perform 
the melancholy duly of attending her deathbed. Her 
sister, Madame Lerchomjer (a childless widow her- 
self), undertook to adopt the orphan girl, and faith- 
fully redeemed her pledge. Amalia Orvig grew up a 
fine, accomplished, and amiable Voman. In her 
twenty-fourth year she happened to be one of a party 
of young people invited to take a pleasure trip down 
the Elbe as far as GUiickstadt, in the yacht of Herr 
Blomster, a wealthy merchant of Hamburg. Nearly 
opposite to Gliickstadt a sudden squall struck the 
yacht, and she capsized not more than fifty yards 
from the Holstein shore. A young man sprang from 
a wharf into the Elbe the instant he beheld this catas- 
trophe, and swimming strongly out, reached the 
hapless yacht just as she foimdered, amid the des- 
pairing screams of all on board. He grasped one 
young lady from the greedy vortex, and brought her 

i6 
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to shore in an almost lifeless state. She leoorered, 
and was the only sorviTor of all the gay party who 
had sailed a few hours before joyous and fiill of inno- 
cent exdtement. It was Amalia Orvig who was thus 
saved, and her deliverer from the jaws of death was 
Wilhelm Yinterdalen. 

After a brief interval Amalia became the wife of 
Captain Vinterdalen. Two years subsequently, they 
broke up their household at Hamburg, and removed 
to King's Cairn, their only child, Wilhelm, being 
then a twelvemonth old. The aunt of Madame Yin- 
terdalen accompanied them as one of the family, but 
did not survive very long. 

During the four years she had been mistress of the 
villa, Madame Yinterdalen led a somewhat reduse 
life. This was partly attributable to the out-o'-the- 
way situation of her residence, but yet more to the 
fact that she really cared little for company. The 
Svendborgites marvelled at and commented upon this 
idiosjnicracy ; one attributing it to pride, another to 
bashfulness, a third to ignorance of the usages of 
polite society. A fourth charitably inferred that her 
reserve was in obedience to the morose commands of 
her husband. Those, however, who had seen most 
of Madame, admitted that she was a very lady-like 
and exceedingly intelligent and agreeable woman, 
and neither haughty nor cold-mannered. Above all. 
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the wife of the plergyman, with whom Madame Vin- 
terdalen (who was exemplary in the performance of 
her religious duties,) became early acquainted, and 
interchanged friendly visits, everjrwhere declared that 
the lady of King's Cairn was thoroughly well-bred, 
warm-hearted, and generous-minded. This opiniotf 
carried much weight, and proved not unfounded. 
Madame Vinterdalen by-and-by was discovered to 
spend much of her leisure time in making clothes for 
the poor, which she distributed through the medium 
of the clergyman and his wife, who were also almoners 
of her bounty in the shape of money and food to a 
considerable annual amoimt. Nearly all her kind 
gifts were bestowed indirectly, for she appeared to 
be particularly desirous that the name of the actual 
donor should be kept secret, solely from the desire of 
doing good unostentatiously. A case of distress, 
brought under her notice by any person whomsoever, 
was sure to be relieved to the utmost of her power. 
No marvel was it that a woman of this character 
managed to spend her days pleasantly enough in 
calm retiremeint. She also knew how to render her 
dependants happy, for the two German servants, not- 
withstanding their inability to speak more than a few 
words of Danish, and their consequent isolation, re- 
fused to quit her service at the death of her aunt, 
who had long been their mistress, averring that in 
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their own ooimtry they had never been so oontented 
and happy. 

The clergyman's wife had originally spoken to 
Madame Yinterdalen about the strange and Mend- 
less young painter who had temporarily settled at 
Svendborg, and the story so aroused her womanly- 
sympathy that she made minute enquiries oonoeming 
Vn'm, and learnt enough to dispose her to beMend 
and benefit him all she could, without offending his 
proud sensitive nature. The result was that Bertel 
Eovsing soon regarded the lady of King's Cairn as 
a friend worthy of his gratitude and his affection. 
He felt that she thoroughly appreciated his character 
and his peculiar position in Hfe. He instinctively 
reverenced the true nobility of her disposition, her 
purity of soul, her lovingkindness, her unselfish de- 
light in contributing to the happiness of all with 
whom she came in contact, her unaffected piety, her 
wifely and motherly virtues. 

When Bertel and his little friend arrived at the 
base of the cairn on the present occasion, Wilhehn 
sprang forward and bounded up the verdant steps of 
the slope, exultingly shouting aloud that "Herr 
Eovsing is coming ! " And by the time that Herr 
Eovsing surmoimted the rim of the caim-top, and 
passed through its evergreen belt, he was met by 
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Wilhelm's mother, who had hurried forth at the cry 
of the boy to welcome his companion. 

Madame Vinterdalen was in the prime of woman- 
hood, but looked Considerably»younger than she really 
was, for her life had hitherto been unruffled and un- 
exciting; her habits had ever been simple and health- 
ful; her mind guileless; her conscience unburthened; 
and never did she repose her head on her pillow until 
she had made her peace with God for all her trans- 
gressions and sins of omission and commission during 
the day that was past. No marvel therefore that she 
preserved the bloom of her youth almost unimpaired, 
for Innocence and Happiness (alas! that they are not 
always twin sisters !) conjoined, are the grand and 
only real conservators of Youth and Beauty. In 
person she was somewhat above the middle height, 
well proportioned, and of very graceftd carriage; 
her demeanour unassuming yet dignified ; her coun- 
tenance not beautiftd, nor handsome, nor even regu- 
larly featured, but exceedingly pleasant to gaze upon, 
for it was very comely, and it ever beamed with a 
charming expression of benevolence and innocent 
sprightfulness. Moreover, her complexion was ex- 
quisitely pure and glowing ; her light aubum hair 
was magnificent, and her hazel eyes large and bril- 
liant. Her voice was clear, soft, and melodious ; and 
when she smiled her coimtenance was infinitely more 
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attaraotive than that of a merely beautifdl female. A 
lovable, ay, and a lovely woman was Amalia Vinter- 
dalen, and she was good as lovely. 

This was not the firsfr professional visit that Bertel 
Bovsing had made to King's Gaim. He had abeady 
painted both a half-length and a miniature of Madame 
Vinterdalen ; a full-length of Wilhelm ; and a por- 
trait of the old and favourite servant. His present 
task was to paint a miniature of Wilhelm, to be 
ready to present to Captain Vinterdalen on his ar- 
rival, which was expected in three or four days. 
Bertel forthwith commenced his task with a firm 
resolve to produce a masterpiece of the kind. He 
had not forgotten his singular conversation with 
Wilhehn in his studio, and he made some inquiries 
of Madame Vinterdalen concerning Mads Neilsen. 
She informed him all she knew of Mads — ^that he 
was a very great favourite of her husband's, that she 
believed he had an extraordinary aflfeotion for their 
whole family, and that she liked him herself very 
much. Bertel Rovsing listened to all this, and the 
more he heard the more he marvelled. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

CAPTAIN VINTERDALEN RETURNS HOME. 

On the fourth day after the execution of Jorgen 
Neilsen, very early in the morning, a small Danish 
vessel might have been seen hovering a couple of 
miles out at sea, directly opposite to the two islands 
which, as previously described, lie athwart the en- 
trance to Svendborg Bay. That tiny sea-going craft 
was joegt-rigged, and assuredly she bore, on the whole, 
a marvellous resemblance to Lars Vonved's beloved 
Little Amalia. But, on second thoughts, the Little 
Amalia^s sails were coal-black, whereas, the canvas of 
this craft is snow-white. What of that P Coquettish 
ladies love to vary the fashion and colour of their 
apparel, and why should not a dainty little joegt do 
the same P And lo ! beyond the joegt, far away on 
the extreme verge of the eastern horizon, there is 
something dark and indistinct ; it might almost be 
taken for the wing of a huge sea-bird, were sea-birds 



184 VONVED THE DANE: 

black like ravens. Look again ! strain jour vision^ 
and if you have the keen practised hawk's eye of a 
seaman, you will perchance be able positively to 
affirm that you can discern the faint tracery of a sin- 
gularly-rigged vessel's spars. Ay, it is even so, and 
that fact strengthens the first conjecture. The joegt 
is the Little Amalia, and sports snowy canvas by way 
of a masquerade — quite innocently, let us charitably 
hope ; and the vessel hull down on the green waters 
of the Baltic is, in all human probability, none other 
than the guilty old Parsee-built Skildpadde. 

Patience, Mends! Let us watch the mysterious 
manoeuvres of that tricksy Little Amalia, and we shall, 
doubtless, be fiirther enlightened by-and-by. 

There is the long low island of Thoro, and we have 
a bird's-eye view of its barren shores. There, at the 
foot of its single hill, which steeply declines to within 
a few fathoms of the water's edge, nestles the white- 
washed wooden cottage of Mads Neilsen, the fisher- 
man, who lives there all alone, the sole permanent 
inhabitant of the island, although not exactly the 
" monarch of all he surveys," like Alexander Selkirk 
on Juan Fernandez, for a flock or two of sheep, and 
a score of cattle, find pasturage by browsing on the 
scanty herbage which sparsely struggles for existence 
on the sandy level tracts, and these animals belong 
to farmers resident on the mainland, who pay a small 
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rent to the Baron of Svendborg for the grazmg pri- 
vilege. Mads Neilsen himself, and a companion 
whom we jecognise as his old Mend and brother fish- 
erman, Hans Petersen, are standing on the bit of 
level ground in front of the cottage, and their bulky 
figures loom hugely in the thin morning mist, for 
they are fully accoutred in fishermen's attire, and 
wear enormous thigh boots and fox-skin caps. 

What has induced these two men to be abroad, and 
evidently on the look out, at so early an hour, for it 
is not yet three o'clock this balmy summer's mom ? 
And what is the meaning of the extraordinary fiag 
hoisted from a signal staff at the gable-end of Mads 
Neilsen's cottage P That fiag cannot be seen by any 
curious gazer at Svendborg, for it is hidden by the 
intervening hill ; and we have a shrewd notion that 
honest Mads is not at all desirous that anybody on 
the mainland should observe it. The fiag is a long 
strip of black bunting, and when the freshening breeze 
uncoils and spreads it out, we observe three great 
white stars horizontally disposed at regular intervals 
in the sombre field of the fiag. Somehow we cannot 
help being reminded that, when Lars Vonved sig- 
nalled his joegt from the deck of the Camperdown, by 
yielding his long sash to the breeze, it had three stars 
in its field. But coincidences will happen. 

By the Keel of Balder ! (to borrow Mads' favourite 
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ejaoulation) the Little Amalia must have already seen 
that blaok flag, and oounted its thiee white stars, for 
suddenly a oouple of hands run forward and settle 
away the peak of the gaff which upholds her snowy 
mainsail, so that it droops like the wing of a wounded 
bird; and this manoBTre they deliberately repeat 
twice, so that, in all, they have lowered the gaff three 
times. 

What does all this signify P Has it some oooult 
meaning P Does any observer comprehend it P 

Tes ; there is no reason to doubt that Mads NeQ- 
sen perfectly understands the three measured dips of 
the Little Amalia's gaff. He utters a hoarse growl, 
indicative of intense private satisfiEUstion, and with 
eager hands strikes the black flag with the three white 
stars &om the staff at the gable end, and aided by 
Hans Petersen, who looks almost as pleased and ex- 
cited as himself, he next hoists something resembling 
a round ball, which, on striking against the truck of 
the staff, bursts open and flutters in the breeze in the 
shape of a flag, one 'yard square, and white as the 
cygnet^s down. 

Mads and Hans breathlessly gaze at the Little 
Amalia, to see how this new signal is received. They 
are not long kept in suspense. 

A bright flash from a musket-barrel darts from the 
stem of the Little Amalia, and simultaneously a ball, 
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precisely siinilar to that hoisted by Mads, ascends to 
the peak of her gaff, and unfolds in the same manner 
as his last flag, of which it is an exact counterpart. 

This is enough. Mads and Hans haul down their 
signal, conceal their various flags in the cottage, and 
rush to the adjacent beach, where their half-decked 
fishing boat is moored. They drag her grapnel from 
its reluctant hold, and with lusty arms and inflated 
chests, ply their oars seaward. A cable's length from 
the shore they hoist the red lug-sail, and bear straight 
down on the Little Amalia. 

The Little Amalia was gradually hove to, as the 
fishing boat neared her ; four men of her crew were 
grouped at the gang-way amidships, and two men 
remained in conversation on the tiny quarter-deck. 
Those two were Herr Lundt and Lars Vonved. 

The flflhing boat was soon alongside, and whilst 
the two vessels were being temporarily secured toge- 
ther, Lafcrs Vonved hastily descended to the cabin. 
His young officer at the same moment advanced to 
welcome the two fishermen on board, and immediately 
leading Mads aft, informed him that Lars Vonved 
wished to privately speak with him. 

Bluff Mads, an absolute fanatic in his devoted 
attachment to Lars Vonved, is all aflush with pride 
and joy as he clumsily descends to the cabin. No 
sooner does be find level footing than Lars Vonved 
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outstretohes both hands, and grips the homy palms 
of the fisherman. 

" God bless you, Captain Vonved ! " cries Mads, 
•with moistened eyes. " Velbecommen hjem til Svend- 
borg ! Ja, ja, ja ! " 

" Taks, mange taks, min vin — min kjoere van!** 
(Thanks, many thanks, my Mend — ^my dear Mend !) 
ejaculates Vonved, in return. 

And then the Eover presses Mads to sit down, and 
Mads awkwardly complies, seemingly very much 
aMdd to injure the delicate crimson silk cushions, for 
he nervously seats himself on their very edge. 

Vonved turns round and hastily produces a bottle 
of the finest French cognac and a couple of glasses 
from the superbly inlaid semi-circular zebra-wood 
locker at the stem. He fills the glasses, takes one in 
his hand, and motions Mads to the other. They 
clink glasses and drink. Then Vonved speaks : 

" I wished to see you alone before you hdd talked 
to our people," said he, speaking in an anxious 
and troubled tone, gazing, however, with a look of 
intense kindness and sympathy at Mads. 

" Oh, your Excellency " 

Vonved held up his finger in a warning way. 

" 0, Captain Vonved," continued Mads, wiping his 
rough brown forehead with the cuff of his coarse blue 
pee jacket ; " you always honour me so that — ^well, 



COUNT OF ELSINORB. 189 

by Balder's Keel ! I needn't say what I feel, for 
you understand all I would say." 

" I do, Mads — ^I do, my Mend." 

" AJi, Captain Vonved, you can't think what a 
relief it was to me, and to Hans, too, for that matter, 
when we saw your first signal at dawn ! " 

" You were on the look-out, then P" 

" Ay, Captain Vonved, and we have kept that look- 
out every mom-dawn for the last fortnight. Hans 
and I have been almost heart-broken this last three 
or four days." 

"AyP Wherefore?" 

" Ja ! that we have. O, 'tis all right now ; but 
the lies they print in the papers now a-days would 
drive a fellow distracted if he was fool enough to be- 
lieve 'em. Now, my mate, Hans Petersen, is sensi- 
ble enough in the long run ; but he almost persuaded 
even me to credit a three-twister yam which he had 
seen in the Kjobenhavn Foedrelandet ! I dare say 
you have fieen and laughed at it yourself. Captain 
Vonved?" 

" No, I now hear of it for the first time," said 
Vonved, gravely ; " what was it about ?" 

" O, just a fly-away yam that you had been be- 
trayed at Bonne by one of your own crew, and that 
you had blown up the Falk at her anchorage whilst 
a prisoner on board. They teU stories so cleverly 
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now-a-days, that a plain-sailing man oan hardly dis- 
tinguish a lie from the truth." 

" Then you did not believe the report?" 

" Why, Captain Vonved, at first I swore it was a 
wioked lie, for I oould not think it possible that any 
of your own crew was a traitor ; but everybody here 
believed it, and — ^well, 'tis no matter now — but I have 
been very miserable till I saw your signal this morn- 
ing ; and if ever I grapple with the Ijnng sooundrel 
who set the fietlse news afloat. 111 give him a real 
Svendborg hug that will teach him to speak the truth 
the rest of his life — ^provided he ever draws breath 
again after my arms have been round his ribs !" 

^' But, Mads, Foedrelandet did not lie wilftdly ; 
and part, at least, of its narrative was truth." 

" What ! true after aU ! How can that be when I 
see you here P" 

" Too true, my friend. I was betrayed, and taken 
on board the Falk, and she exploded. I drifted 
out to sea on a spar, and was saved by an English 
ship." 

Mads Neilsen uttered ejaculations expressive, first 
of simple amazement, and then of indignation and 
horror. 

" Betrayed by one of your own crew ! The vile, 
perjured villain ! — the demon — ^the Judas ! Did you 
discover him. Captain Vonved ?" 
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'^ I did ; and his guilt was manifest to all on 
board. Moreover, he himself confessed it." 

" And has he met his deserts P" 

" Thou knowest the laws we have all fearfully 
sworn to obeyf 

Mads nodded, and looked wistfully at the Boyer. 

" Well ! " said Vonved, sadly, almost moumfiilly, 
^' he has died as those laws presoribed." 

" And his name. Captain Vonved — ^who was he P" 

Ere replying, Vonved grasped the hand of the 
fisherman and pressed it hard, whilst he looked 
kindly and compassionately at his rugged lineaments, 
whioh now wore an expression of painful alarm. 

" 2%ow," said he tenderly, " art true as steel. I 
have tried thee, and know thee, and I call thee — 
friend. But there was one who bore thy name, 
who"— 

" 0, my God!" ejaculated Hans, big drops of 
perspiration breaking &om his forehead ; '^ 'twas as 
I feared ! My brother — Jorgen — ^he was the accursed 
traitor?" 

" Alas, yes." 

" Well, well," gasped Mads, drawing a quivering 
breath, " I am thankful!" 

"Thankful, Mads JC ForwhatP" 

" That you have spared me the guilt of fratricide, 
Captain Vonved, for I solemnly swore to drive my 
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dagger through the heart of the man who had be- 
trayed you, even though he proved to be my own 
blood-brother, and I would have kept my oath ! " 

" I verily believe thee. Mads," responded Vonved 
in a soothing tone, ^^ but I do not commend thee 
therein. A brother's life is saored. Be unutterably 
thankftd that thy brother's blood is not on thy hands, 
and that thou were not even present and consenting 
unto his death." 

" I am thankfiil. Captain Vonved — ^I have said it. 
And I am thanl^, too, that our poor old father is 
not living to know the end of Jorgen — Jorgen was 
his pride. Captain Vonved — ^for he would have died 
broken-hearted to think that a son of his sold your 
blood ! Yet rather would our father have lost both 
sons, and rather would I have lost my brother and 
my own right arm, than a hair of your head should 
have been injured by Jorgen's perfidy ! " 

Having thus spoken. Mads wept aloud. 

Vonved was strangely moved. His eyes fiUed with 
tears, and he sighed heavily. The intense affection 
and unselfish devotion borne towards him by this 
seaman was almost inconceivable. Mads Neilsen had 
been cradled on the hoary deep from his very child- 
hood, had lived a life calculated to deaden his sensi- 
bilities and harden his heart, and indeed was on the 
whole a man of fierce and savage passions, fearless. 
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unfeeling, and prone to evil, — ^yet he, this stem and 
rugged being, loved the outlawed Rover with a love 
surpassing that of woman ! 

" O," murmured Vonved, " surely I cannot be an 
accursed, heaven-abandoned wretch, as some call me, 
or I never could have inspired a man like this with 
such sublime love ! I may yet be pardoned by my 
king, and reconciled unto my God ! " 

And then he grasped anew the tear-bedewed hands 
of Mads Neilsen between both his own, and exclarmed 
in a voice broken with heart- warm emotion — 

" Thou art henceforth more than Mend — ^thou art 
my brother, and I will be to ihhe what poor Jorgen 
should have been ! " 

The sun had not yet fairly arisen when the white- 
sailed Little Amalia and the red-sailed fishing boat 
were standing Seaward in amicable company, steering 
directly for the Skildpadde, which steadily hovered 
on the extreme verge of the horizon. Arrived within 
hail of the Skildpadde, the latter promptly hove-to, 
and the pram of the joegt was lowered from the 
davits and hauled to the gangway amidships. Lars 
Vonved, Herr Limdt, and Mads Neilsen embarked, 
and a single seaman rowed them alongside the Skild- 
padde. On reaching her deck a deep murmur of 
genuine sympathy burst from the assembled crew at 
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the sight of Mads Neilsen — ^for well did every man 
know l^iTTi — and a score of hands as hard and rongh 
as his own were eagerly thrust forward to give him 
the warm grasp of friendship ; weather-beaten features 
quivered with unwonted emotion, and stem eyes which 
were wont to gaze imblenched on deadly dangers, 
now soffcened and moistened at his presence. And 
yet they were the men who had, a few days previ- 
ously, mercilessly put to death their messmate, his 
brother ! Mads knew it, yet neither by look nor by 
gesture did he betoken anger, nor was there even a 
latent shade of reproach in his demeanour. He spake 
not a word, but stoically repressed the welling an- 
guish of his heart, and with clenched teeth, closed lips, 
and unshrinking eyes, he clutched nearly every pre- 
ferred hand, ere he heavily strode after his idolized 
master. Captain Vonved, and descended with him to 
his private cabin. They were speedily joined by 
Lieutenant Dunraven and Herr Lundt, and for hours 
they remained in secret conclave. 

Ere sunset the Skildpadde, with her satellite the 
little Amalia, had stood far out to sea, and the lug- 
sailed fishing boat kept them company at no great 
distance to leeward. 

It is evening — some thirty hours subsequent to 
the departure of Mads NeiUen and his fellow fisherman 
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from the island of Thoro, and their fishing boat has 
not yet been seen to re-enter Svendborg Bay. The 
long Danish twilight slowly fades away, and one by 
one the stars indistinctly creep forth. 

In the parlour of the viUa at King's Cairn, Bertel 
Eovsing had just given the finishing touch to an ex- 
quisite miniature of Wilhelm, and was preparing to 
return to his solitary home in the old castle of Svend- 
borg. 

There is a soimd of opening and closing of doors, 
quickly followed by a footstep in the passage leading 
to the parlour. Madame Vinterdalen half rises from 
her chair, and with fast-throbbing bosom gazes ea- 
gerly towards the door. It opens, and in another 
moment her husband has crossed the threshold. 

" Min fader ! O, min fader ! " shrilly cries Wil- 
helm, and with a scream of joy bounds to the breast 
of his father, who gives him one passionate kiss, and 
then opens his arms anew to clasp his wife to his 
heart. 

" Min Kone ! min kjoere Kone ! " fondly murmurs 
Captain Vinterdalen, as his strong arms closely yet 
tenderly enfold his wife and his child in one prolonged 
embrace. Ay, proudly and thankftdly clutch them 
to thy heart of hearts, 0, Vinterdalen ! for a truer 
wife or a nobler boy no man claims as his own. 

In the rapture of the moment the presence of the 
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young painter was forgotten by Madame Yinterdaleiiy 
and entirely unnotioed by her husband. Poor Bertel 
stood in confusion, and when Captain Yinterdalen's 
glance fell upon him, he blushed and bowed, and 
stammered something — he hardly knew what. Cap- 
tain Yinterdalen himself started, and looking for an 
instant piercingly at the yoimg man, who was a 
stranger to him, for on none of his previous sojourns 
at King's Cairn had they met. Madame Yinterdalen 
hastened to introduce Bertel to her husband, and 
showed him the miniature of Wilhelm. Captain Yin- 
terdalen courteously uttered a few words, and glanced 
awhile at the miniature, which he pronounced to be a 
fine and faithful portrait. Then he again gazed with 
singular interest and curiosity at the painter. 

"Bertel Eovsing?" repeated he, rather speaking 
to himseK than addressing his guest; "I do not 
recollect that name. Bertel Eovsing ? No, I have 
never heard it before." 

"Yeiy probably not, Captain Yinterdalen," re- 
joined Bertel, recovering his composure, and in turn 
looking somewhat eagerly and keenly at the Captain, 
" for I am a stranger in these parts." 

" And I, also. Yet now I look at you, I am some- 
how reminded of the past. Can I ever have met you 
before?" 

" Not to my knowledge." 
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"Ton are sure?" 

" Not sure : I only mean that I do not at present 
distinctly remember ever having previously seen you. 
I will not assert positively that I have not." 

^^ It is strange/' muttered Yinterdalen, with an air 
of perplexity. 

" Did you not see Herr Rovsing on your last re- 
turn home P" suggested Madame Vinterdalen. " I 
have heard you say that you have never forgot any 
one whom you have ever noticed or spoken to." 

" Very true," mused her husband, " but I never 
saw Herr Eovsing at Svendborg before. And more- 
over, it must be long years since I saw him." 

*^ Are you certain that you ever did see me before, 
Captain Vinterdalen P" asked Bertel, with a smile ; 
and yet the young man had an anxious air, tuidgrew 
pale cmd nervous. 

Captain Vinterdalen looked fall at him, and paused 
ere he slowly and very thoughtfully replied — 

" No, I am not certain, and yet I will frankly say 
that I feel by a sort of intuition that I really have 
seen — ^and known — ^you elsewhere." 

"And long ago P" 

" Ay, long ago — ^very long ago ! " 

"That can hardly be. Captain Vinterdalen, unless 
you knew me when a child." 

" How old are you?" brusquely asked the Captain. 
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" I am five-and-twenty." 

For a minute Captain Yinterdalen remained silent, 
with his hcmd over his eyes, as though he were rack- 
ing his memoiy for images of the past. His wife 
seemed surprised, but did not interrupt his reverie, 
and Bertel Bovsing gazed at him with obviously in- 
oreasing anxiety. 

Again Vinterdalen spoke, and the low, clear, mu- 
sical tones of his voice thrilled the painter in aa 
inexplicable manner. 

" You speak pure Danish, Herr Bovsing, but you 
do not at all look like a Dane P" 

" I am a Dane, Captain Yinterdalen, and I have 
never been out of Denmark." 

" So P Did you ever reside in Langeland P" 

" Never." 

"NoratAalborg?" 

" No, I have never been farther north in Jutland 
than Banders." 

" You are not a JutliBuider yourseK," said Vinter- 
dalen, rather though as stating a fact than asking a 
question. 

" No, I am not ; yet I spent many of my early 
years in the peninsula." 

" Ay P But you did not acquire the Jutland 
accent. I should say you are a native of one of 
the southern isles?" 
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Bertel Rovsing opened his lips to reply, but sud- 
denly checked himself, and with marked reserve, 
merely bowed. Captain Vinterdalen waa fer too 
shrewd a man to believe for a moment that this was 
to be construed into an affirmative reply, but he 
affected not to notice the evasion, and exclaimed — 

" TeU me frankly, Herr Rovsing, have you any 
recollection of having seen me before P'' 

The painter involimtarily drew himself to his ftdl 
height, and returning the penetrating gaze of Vinter- 
dalen, he answered promptly, and in a finn, ingenu- 
ous tone — 

" I woidd reply explicitly, if I could, but I cannot. 
Nevertheless, I have a vague and subtle impression 
that, as you yourseK appear to suppose, I knew you 
when I was young — ^very young." 

** Andmyvoix3e! is there aught in its tones familiar 
to you?" 

" Yes, I do, indeed, feuicy so," very gravely re- 
plied BerteL " There is something both in your 
look and in your voice — ^your voice, especially. Cap- 
tain Vinterdalen — ^that vividly and yet imdefinedly 
recalls to me the memories of my childhood." 

" Tou cannot remember where you have seen me, 
and heard my voice ? " 

" No, on my honour I cannot ! " and Bertel laid 
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his hand on his heart with an action both instinotiYe 
and impressive. 

A singular emotion gleamed in Oaptain Yinter- 
dalen's eyes, and with great animation he spoke 
several sentences in a foreign language. Both Bertel 
Bovsing and Madame Yinterdalen were startled, nor 
did their surprise diminiflh when Oaptain Yinterdalen 
pointedly asked the painter, in Danish, if he under- 
stood what had just beetf spoken in another tongue ? 

« No, I do not." 

" But surely you know in what language I spake P" 

" I believe it was Spanish." 

" It was. And do you not know Spanish P " 

"Not a word." 

" Have you no recollection of that language having 
been taught you in your childhood ?" 

" No," replied Bertel, with an air of undisguised 
astonishment at the question. 

Oaptain Yinterdalen sighed deeply, yet it were 
difficult to say whether his sigh was one of relief or 
disappointment. 

Then he resumed his interrogatories. 

" You spent, as you say, many of your earlier years 
in Jutland. Do you remember your nurse P" 

" My nurse P" and Bertel started with increased 
surprise. " Yes, I c«m just remember her." 

" Was she a Jutlonder P" 
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^^ Indeed I do not know. She might be ; or she 
might not." 

" Was she not a Jutland gipsy ?" 

^' A gipsy ! That is not probable, bat I do not 
know. I have only a very fiaint recollection of her." 

^^ Don't you remember a gigantic black man — a 
negro, bom in our Danish West India Island of St. 
Thomas — as one familiar to you in infancy ? " 

Bertel Hovsing mused awhile, evidently trying 
hard to recall the memories of his childhood, but he 
at length shook his head in a decided n^ative. 

^^ One question more, Herr Bovsing, Had you a 
sister — one older than yourself?" 

" No." 

"A brother?" 

^^ No, Captain Yinterdalen ; I believe I was an 
only child." 

To all the latter interrogations the young painter 
had replied without reserve, evidently speaking truth- 
folly to the best of his recollection, yet not without a 
certain degree of ][>ainfdl embarrassment. Captain 
Yinterdalen keenly noticed this, and whatever secret 
conclusions he might deduce, he did not permit any 
outward indication to appear. 

" Pardon me, Herr Bovsing ! " cried he, with an 
air of genuine frankness, ^^ for having, stranger as I 
am, questioned you so closely in what you may not 
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unreasonably deem a somewhat impertinent manner, 
but I really imagined I had known you when you 
were a ohUd. Believe me when I say that it was no 
.impulse of vulgar curiosity , which induced me to 
question you as I have done." 

" Oh, Captain Vinterdalen ! " warmly cried Bertel, 
" I am sure it was not. Hfeel that it was not." 

" You feel rightly and instinctively ! " emphati- 
cally rejoined the captain. " Who knows, Herr 
Rovsing," cordially added he, " whether we shall 
not, by-and-by, mutually be able to satisfactorily 
trace our individual impressions of having known 
each other long ago, to their real source P My wife 
spoke to me about you when I returned home firom 
my former voyage, but I had not the pleasure to 
see you personally at that time, and now that we 
have at length unexpectedly met, I hope we shall 
become Mends." 

Bertel bowed, and with unaffected emotion hastily 
exclaimed — 

" I have very few Mends, indeed. Captain Vinterda- 
len, btit I feel that I should be happy to add you to the 
number. I am only a poor struggling artist, and I 
stand nearly alone in the world. Madame Vinter- 
dalen," continued he, in a tremulous tone, " has been 
a kind, an exceedingly kind and good Mend unto me, 
and my heart will cease to beat ere I forget her 
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generoufl sympathy, and her many acts of warm- 
hearted friendship. 

" God bless yon, my own dear wife ! " murmured 
Captain Vinterdalen, turning to Amalia, with a fond 
approving smile ; " this is like you." 

" Yes," cried Bertel in a broken voice, that testi- 
fied his deep sincerity, "Madame Vinterdalen has 
nobly bound me to her by ties of gratitude ; and I 
am very thankftd that I can now say so in the pre- 
sence of her husband. It may never be in my power 
to testify my devotion to her, and to hers ; but if the 
hour ever should come, then, Captain Vinterdalen, the 
poor painter will not be found wanting." 

" From my soul I believe you ! " fervently exclaimed 
Captain Vinterdalen, and seizing Bertel's hand he 
wrung it warmly. " Henceforth reckon me as your 
friend, Herr Rovsing — as well as my wife ! " 

" I wlQ ! " ejaculated the painter, and he tried to 
return the kind, beaming gaze of Captain Vinterdalen, 
but tears -fairly blinded his vision. 

The Captain thoroughly appreciated the proud, yet 
exceedingly sensitive and genial nature of the young 
painter, and exchanged ^ glance with his wife, whose 
eyes were gushing with tears. Their only child, the 
princely boy, was at this moment clinging to the side 
of Bertel, whose left hand rested caressingly on his 
head, and he looked up with a wondering, yet in- 
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telligent gaze, alternately at the face of his father 
and that of Bertel. 

" I see," said Captain Vinterdalen, *• that you 
have another friend in the family, Herr Eovsing ! 
Our little Wilhehn seems to be no stranger to you. 
Do you love Herr Rovsing, Wilhehn P" 

" Ja, min kjoere fader ! meget ! ja ! ja ! " eagerly 
oried little Wilhehn, and thereupon the painter 
snatched him up, and held him to his heart,^ and 
kissed him passionately. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

THE BARONESS GTJNHILD KCEMPEBHIMMEL. 

Bebtel Eovsing's melancholy, the ofiGspring of 
disappointments and trials, and of hope deferred, 
was only temporarily checked by his visit to King's 
Caim, and his singular interview there with Captain 
Vinterdalen. The ensuing day he brooded much over 
the questions'of Vinterdalen and the vague ideas they 
excited ; but although he racked his brain for images 
and memories of his childhood, he could neither recol- 
lect any thing explicatory of Vinterdalen's allusions, 
nor could he remember when or where (if ever) he 
had seen the Captain before. This mental research 
had the unhappy eflfect of recalling too vividly to 
mind his childish sorrows, and the distresses and 
miseries of his youth and early manhood, and the 
consequence was that they speedily re-acted on his 
morbidly sensitive temperament, and once more he 
became a supremely miserable man. When these 
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dark fits of mental anguish oame over him he shrank 
from all contact with his fellow beings, and, seoluded 
and solitary, tortured himself with vivid reminisoenoes 
of every sorrow and trial he had experienced, every 
folly and sin he had committed, and with the wildest 
and most fearful anticipations of what the future 
might have in store. He wilfally shrouded his soul 
in thick darkness, and no spark of hope, no gleam 
of heavenly light could penetrate the self- woven web 
of misery and despair. His anguish was heightened 
by the ever-present consciousness that he was wicked 
and ungrateful towcuxls both God and man by thuB 
nourishing the hell-bom vipers which gnawed his 
heart. Either normally, or as the result of long 
years of sinful indidgence in dark thoughts and 
wretched breedings o'er his unhappy lot, his intel- 
lect had undoubtedly become to some extent clouded, 
and his brain diseased, yet ever and anon the noble 
nature of the man burst the bonds of mental thral- 
dom, and triimiphed glowingly over every Satanic 
impulse and influence. On the present occasion 
he struggled in vain against the evil spirit which 
enthralled him, and at length yielded inertly to its 
fiendish power, as though he felt that his good angel 
had for a time utterly abandoned him. He thought 
of the scene of conjugal happiness he had witnessed 
at the Cairn, and how hopeless it was for hiTn to 
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indulge in the idea that he, too, might in time become 
as happy a husband and proud a father as Yinterdalen. 
He ahnost cursed the hour when he first met Olufina, 
and bitterly bewailed his hapless fate and her own. 

" Why did I win her love P — ^why link her destiny 
with mine?" moaned he. "She was happy as the 
lark which carols amid the sunlit clouds floating above 
the summer's mead, ere she saw me. I knew that 
inexplicable curse was upon me. I knew my mys- 
terious Destiny forbade me ever to expect happiness 
on earth — and yet I selfishly bound up her life with 
mine. She must now share my misery — share my 
fate. Knowing what the petst has been, I can dimly 
conjecture vhat the future must and will be. Woe 
is me ! Why was I bom ? — ^why do I live P — ^Do I 
fear death P Why should I fear him P Can he be 
more cruel unto me than life P" 

His wretchedness only increased with the flight of 
time. The morning of the third day subsequent to 
Captain Vinterdalen's return, he was half-maddened 
with seK-inflicted misery. life itseK had now grown 
hateful to him, and a morbid desire to seek refuge in 
the coward's last resource gnawed his very soul. 
Thus he sat, a picture of inert, wicked despair, when 
roused by a loud knocking at the door. He heeded 
it not, until it was again and again renewed, and 
then, with an imprecation, he arose, and dashing 
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back the bolts, threw the door wide open with a stamp 
of the foot, and a bitter reckless sneer on his lips. 
To his surprise he beheld a servant, attending a riohljr- 
dressed lady, who stepped forward, and in a few words 
informed him that whilst passing through the town 
she had oasually learnt that a painter of talent re- 
sided in the old oastle, and she had therefore called 
to request to be favoured with a view of his pictures 
— adding that she might possibly become a pur- 
chaser. 

The young man seemed bewildered by this address, 
Never before had any individual above the middle 
class crossed his threshold, but the present visit(Hr 
was evidently of rank. Indeed, she was the Baroness 
Gunhild Koemperhimmel, wife of a nobleman distin- 
guished for his liberal and discriminating patronage 
of native artists, and it was probably the amiable 
desire of giving pleasure to her lord by introducing 
to his notice the young painter of Svendborg Castle, 
that had induced her to make this visit. Bertel 
stammered a few words of assent, and the Baroness, 
ordering her servant to remain without, entered the 
studio. 

" Ah, what a romantic old studio you have ! " ex- 
claimed she, casting a quick searching glance around. 
The Baroness was an exceedingly noble-looking wo- 
man, apparently about the age of five and thirty. 
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and there was something peonliarly winning in her 
bearing, and in the sweet accents of her voice. 

" It is both my studio and my home, madame," 
bitterly answered the yoimg painter ; " and I proba- 
bly shall never have a better until I get my six feet 
of earth!" 

The lady started at this strange speech, and cast 
a scrutinizing glance at the painter. She seemed 
to divine his character, intuitively, and gently an- 
swered — 

" No one can tell what the future may bring forth." 

" 'Twill bring forth nothing but misery for me ! " 

"It is wrong, sir, to say that," gravely replied 
she. " I myseK had ont3e more reason to say so than 
you." 

"Impossible, madamel" 

" You know not what you say, sir. But permit 
me to examine your works." 

She paused before a cartoon, and made a few brief 
remarks which evidenced that she well understood the 
principles of art. 

" Ah," said she, passing on to a wild conception 
on a large sheet of canvass, " there is genius in this — 
although misdirected. But what have we here P A 
lovely face ! An ideal P " 

" No, madame, it is from life, but the lady never 
sat for it." 
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**Ro: she must have deeply impressed jour &iiq7?" 
and the Baroness Gxinliild glanoed keenly at the 
young man. 

Bertel blushed, bowed, and. remained silent. It 
was a portrait of Oliifina. 

One after another the visitor examined each of the 
many paintings, nearly all of whioh -were more or 
less unfinished, and she made observations, some- 
times disapproving, sometimes warmly admiring and 
praising, but every word thrilled the heart of the 
painter, for he felt that he listened, almost for the 
first time, to one who was capable of delivering soimd 
judgment, and who spoke freely and sincerely. 

^^ Pardon me, sir," said the Baroness, somewhat 
abruptly ; " but ore your parents living P " 

"No, madame, I am a friendless orphan." 

" Ah, I also have been both an orphan and friend- 
less ; yet I ever had a Father and a Friend in Hea- 
Ven!'' 

The painter gazed at her as her eyes filled with 
tears, with a feeling of inexplicable sympathy. 

The lady at this moment perceived the little do- 
mestic scene which Bertel had himself destroyed in 
his frenzy on the night of the storm. She gently 
drew the fractured portions of canvas to their proper 
positions without any interference on the part of 
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Bertel, and then she thonghtfdlly examined the irre- 
parably damaged painting. 

" This was a gem/' said she, "and I know one who 
would have given ample value for it, had it not been 
thus ruined. How did this accident happen ? " 

The inquiry was too much for Bertel. All his 
misery passed in review, and with a groan, he burst 
into tears. 

" Sit down, my young friend," said the Baroness, 
in a soothing voice, and she gently forced him to obey 
her, whilst she seated herseK by his side. She felt 
singularly attracted by the manner of the painter, 
and determined to learn his history. With the tact 
of an accomplished and kindly woman, she speedily 
drew from him the story of his life, since his arrival 
at Svendborg, for he declined to speak at all of his 
career prior to that epoch. His toils, his struggles, 
his love for Oliifina, his poverty, his despair, all were 
revealed. 

When he grew more composed the Baroness seri- 
ously spoke a few words to him, which caused his 
heart to swell and his eyes to flash. She appreciated 
his genius — she sympathized with his unrewarded 
toils — she would gain for him powerftd palxons, and 
he should yet be happy ! 

" But what hidden picture is that P" aiid the Ba- 
roness pointed to a recess in the dense old wall, where 
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the lower portion of a pamting protruded from be- 
neath a faded curtain of green silk. 

"You shall see it, madame," and he promptly 
drew aside the curtain. 

•The painting revealed was beautifully execated, 
and represented a simple, yet touching scene. There 
was a wintry landscape and a snow-covered highway, 
on which stood an aged, blind man, with a yonng 
girl by his side. A little boy was oflFering a cake to 
the old man, who was represented in the act of laying 
his withered hand on the child's head, as though 
blessing him. 

Hardly had the Baroness glanced at this, ere she 
started, became very pale, and gazed at it with ab- 
sorbing emotion. The painter was amazed, and yet 
more so, when she exclaimed in a voice of extreme 
agitation — 

" In the name of Heaven ! sir, teU me me what 
prompted you to paint that picture P" 

"Madame!" 

" Tell me, sir, is it a mere fancy of your brain, or 
can it be possible you ever beheld such a scene P " 

" It is from life, madame — or rather, I ought to 
say from memory. 

" Prom memory ! How so ? " 

" I will teU you. Twenty-one years ago a happy 
child rambled one Christmas day some miles along^ 
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the road leading from Eanders to Viborg, in Jutland. 
That child was myself. I was then about four years 
of age. I met with an aged blind man, accompanied 
by a young girl, and both were in extreme distress. 
I heard them converse, and I understood that they 
even lacked bread. I had a cake — ah, madame, you 
axeiUP" 

"Q-o on, sir," ejaculated the Baroness Ghmhild, 
with a great eflfort. 

" WeU, madame, I oflfered my little cake to the 
old man, and he accepted it, and blessed me. I 
cannot remember his words, but I know that he 
blessed me. The incident made such an impression, 
that, young as I was, I never forgot it, and I re- 
cently painted this picture to preserve it green in my 
memory. The figures are represented as nearly like 
what I can remember as my art could compass." 

"That picture," cried the Baroness with vehemence, 
while the tears streamed down her cheeks, " is mine, 
and a thousand dalers are yours ! " 

" Oh, madame ! " stammered Bertel. 

" Listen, sir ! " and she tightly grasped the arm of 
the astonished painter. " You tell me that the aged 
pilgrim blessed you, but his words you do not re- 
member. I do! He said you had that day cast 
your bread upon the waters, and he prayed the Al- 
mighty that after many days it might return to you 
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again. It has returned to you on this day, after one-> 
and-twenty years have sped, for God has directed me 
here to fulfil the promise of his Holy word. Know, 
young man, that I was the girl, and that the aged 
man was my grandfather — or, as I have now reason 
to believe, one who only assimied that relationship. 
I was then a poor orphan — ^I am now the wife of a 
nobleman. Tour fortune and your happiness are 
henceforth my care ! " 

" 0, madame ! — ^my Gbd, what is it I hear ?" 

" Words of truth, young man : a promise which 
shall be sacredly fulfilled as surely as I live." 

"0, ! " cried the agitated painter, clasping his 
hands together with a great sob, "and this happiness 
is vouchsafed me at the very moment when I madly 
imagined that God himself had forsaken me, and 
when I wickedly arraigned His infinite justice. His 
all-embracing providence, and was almost tempted to 
impiously rush unbidden to His awful presence ! " 

"Ah," said the Baroness, tenderly, yet solemnly, 
" surely thou never will again mistrust the sleepless 
providence of thy Creator, nor arraign His sovereign 
wisdom in the inscrutable disposition of events P 
Heaven and earth shall sooner pass away than that 
one jot or tittle of God Almighty's sacred promises 
should fail of ultimate realization." 

"I see! — ^I believe!" ejaculated Bertel. "And, 
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oh ! never more will I murmur against my Maker's 
will, nor yield to a sinful retrospect of the past, and 
yet more sinftd forebodings of the future ! " 

"Amen!" fervently cried the Baroness. "We 
must not part at present. Compose yourself, my- 
dear young friend, and come with' me." 

" To the end of the world, if you wish it, madame !" 
enthusiastically exclaimed the impressionable painter 
^^ver (true child of genius !) constitutionally prone 
to extremes of evil or good, sorrow or joy, grovelling 
despair, or ecstatic hope. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

A COLLOQUY AT KING's CAIRN. 

"0, I am SO thankful, Vinterdalen, that you had 
not to bring your ship to a Baltic port this voyage!" 

So spake Amalia Vinterdalen to her husband, as 
they sat together in their luxurious little parlour, 
which was carpeted and otherwise furnished in the 
English fashion, in deference to the acquired tastes 
of the Captain. The long gloaming of a Danish 
autumn evening had at length died away, and a cold 
rising wind eddied around the exposed viUa, but it 
only increased the feeling of comfort experienced in 
the brilliantly-lighted and closely-shuttered room. 

This was the third evening since Captain Vinter- 
dalen had returned home, and hitherto he had not 
once quitted the Caim, avowing that he was much 
too happy in the society of his wife and boy to care 
to 'go an inch beyond the shadow of his dwelling. 
The only visitor to the household during this period 



COUNT OP ELSINORE. 217 

tad been Mads Neilsen, who came regularly in the 
morning and evening of each day, with an oflfering 
of fresh-caught fish, and was invariably welcomed 
and hospitably entertained by Captain Vinterdalen. 

"So thankful! WhyP" 

"0, because that terrible Rover, Lars Vonved, 
has been frightfully active of late." 

"Ay?'' 

" Yes; have you not heard that he still pursues his 
wicked career ? and his very name strikes terror in 
the breasts of our honest seafaring countrymen. His 
last exploit — ^the explosion of the Falk — surely you 
have heard of that?" 

" I have read about it in Foedrelandet." 

" Is it not indescribably awful P 0, what a demon, 
what an incarnate fiend that Vonved must be ! " 

" Do you really think so, Amelia P" 

"Think so! ah yes! and everybody thinks and 
says so. Don't you P " 

"Not precisely," replied Captain Vinterdalen, 
with a curious smile. " It is not charitable to 
believe all the evil attributed by rumour to any 
living being." 

" Why, Vinterdalen," cried his wife, " I do declare 
you are almost as provokingly sceptical as Mads 
Neilsen ! Mads actually pretends that he does not 
even believe that Vonved is a corsair at all ! " 

VOL. I. L 
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" Mads is a remarkably sensible fellow. I am mj- 
self very much of his opinion." 

" O, oome, Vinterdalen, you should not jest on 
such a horrible subject. What would become of you 
were Vonved to capture your ship as he has done so 
many others?" 

^' I am not a&aid that such a calamity will ever 
befall me." 

" Who knows ? You may have to navigate the 
Baltic by-and-by, and if that merciless Eover should 
board you " 

^^ We shall dink glasses together, and drink to a 
longer acquaintance." 

^^ me! how can you laugh and chuckle at such a 
dreadful idea?" 

" Why not, AmaJia ? Do you think Lars Vonved 
would refuse to pledge an honest mariner?" 

" He pledge ! They say he scuttles every ship he 
seizes, after making the crew walk the plank ! " 

" They say that, do they ? And who are they .^" 

"Why, the newspapers, and the people, and — 
everybody ! " 

"Everybody but Mads Neiben, eh?" 

"Yes, indeed!" 

" Why, then, this terrible Lars Vonved must be 
very little better than a pirate ?" 

" Fouf ! you know well enough that he is the most 
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atrooious pirate, corsair, sea-monster, who ever sailed 
the salt seas?" 

"So?" 

" Yes, 80, Captain Vinterdalen ! " 

"Don't pout, Amalia mine! By my troth, I 
should like to hear more about this Lars Vonved — 
pirate, corsair, sea-monster, as you describe bim to 
be ! What sort of a man is he ? Does he resemble— 
myself, for example?" 

" Heaven forbid ! But I know nothing about his 
personal appearance." 

" No ? Well does he sail under a black flag, deco- 
rated with a death's head and cross-bones ?" 

"0, I know nothing about his flag — ^though it 
cannot be blacker than his heart! — ^but I do know 
that if you jest much longer in that way I shall be 
exceedingly angry with you. Ah, Vinterdalen," 
added she, tenderly, " Uttle did I imagine what it is 
to be a seaman's wife when I married you ! Tou 
don't know what sleepless nights I have lately passed, 
listening to every roar of the surf on the beach, and 
every howl of the wind, thinking of the danger in 
which you might then be in ; and since I read that 
hideous narrative in Foedrelandet, I have thrice awoke 
in the dead of the night, almost shrieking with hor- 
ror, because I dreamt that you had been captured by 
the bloodthirsty Baltic Eover I " 

l2 
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Captain Ymterdalen made no immediate response, 
but gazed steadily at his wife, and the longer he 
gazed the more inexplicable grew the expression of 
his countenance. Fond, grateful love, painful remi- 
niscences and misgivings, and something altogether 
undefinable, all were betokened by his mobile fesjtures 
and eloquent eyes. 

He spoke after a prolonged pause. 

" Amalia," said he, and there was no longer a trace 
of bandinage or railery in his grave tone ; " do you 
indeed believe that this Lars Vonved is the monster 
popularly represented P " 

"Surely I do!" 

" I am sorry — ^very sorry for it." 

" "What ! Do you not believe it is true that Vonved 
is an atrocious miscreant ?" 

"No." 

" A corsair — a pirate P " 

"No." 

"An outlaw P" 

"Yes." 

"Nothing more?" 

" Nothing worse, I hope." 

" And is not that bad enough P" 

"Ay, truly it is." 

" Come, Vinterdalen," laughed Amalia, "I am at 
any rate glad you admit Vonved to be an outlaw." 
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** Tes, he is an outlaw, and do you not pity him ?" 

" Pity him P No ! I pity his innocent victims a 
million times more." 

"His victims? Who are they r 

" I marvel you can ask such a question so gravely, 
Vinterdalen! Who are they? Why, the honest 
seamen he has murdered, the wives he has widowed, 
the children he has rendered orphans, the merchants 
he has mined — they are his victims ! " 

Captain Vinterdalen's eyes gleamed strangely as 
he listened to these passionate words of his wife, and 
he appeared to control with difficulty the rising emo- 
tions of his soul. Deliberately uttered was his re- 
sponse — calm and yet most mournful and touching 
were its tones. 

" And so," said he, "because Eumour attributes to 
Lars Vonved the commission of atrocities of which 
he is incapable, you, even you, a gentle, generous- 
minded lady, give full credence to all that is laid to 
his charge. Ay, without inquiry, without reflection, 
without examination, you hesitate not to brand Von- 
ved as a monster, a demon, a fiend incarnate!" 

" Vinterdalen ! " ejaculated Amalia, " what do you 
mean ? And why do you look at me in such a way? 
I only have said that of Lars Vonved which all the 
world says." 

^^All the world!" bitterly reiterated Vinterdalen. 
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^^ All the world says that Yonved is a ooisair, a pirate, 
a remorseless murderer, a monster who daily violateB 
the laws of Gtod aad man ! And you echo what the 
world says of him?" 

^' Himlen I Yinterdalen, you frighten me with 
your look and your words 1 " 

" Lars Vonved," resumed Vinterdalen, speaking in 
a yery slow, emphatio way, and dropping his wordB 
as though each were given on solemn oath, ^^is neither 
better nor worse than myself." 

^^ 0, Vinterdalen, how can you speak such horrid 
nonsense?" 

^^ It is only nonsense, if truth is nonsense. I know 
Lars Vonved as well as you, my wife, know me." 

Madame Vinterdalen uttered an ejaculation of ter- 
ror and amazement, and gazed at her husband with 
an expression of vague alarm, mingled with some 
faint lingering trace of incredulity. 

" Tou actually know the pirate Vonved P " 

"No, I do not know the pirate Vonved," said 
Vinterdalen, with a sad and bitter snule, "but I 
know the outlaw Vonved. He is an outlaw and a 
sea-rover, but not a corsair, not a pirate." 

" What is the diflference? Is not a rover a pirate?" 

" No; a pirate is a rover, but it does not necessarily 
follow that a rover is a pirate. Some rovers are pi- 
rates, but Vonved is not one." 
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** And you have seen him — ^have spoken with himP" 

^^ His voice is as familiar to my ears as your own, 
my wife." 

^' You speak of him as if he were even a MendP" 

"He is a Mend." 

" A friend of yours P 0, surely never I " 

"Ay, a friend of mine, an old friend, a friend 
every event of whose life is known unto me." 

" 0, this is dreadful ! " agitatedly exclaimed Ama- 
lia. " You axe, you must be in danger yourself 1 0, 
how little did I dream of this ! " 

" In danger because I have confessed to my wife 
that I am aa old friend of Lars Vonved P By my 
troth ! do you threaten to turn traitor P" 

" Are there not others besides me, who know of 
your friendship with him P " 

"None whom I fear — ^not one whom I mistrust 
more than my wife." 

" By what fatality did you become acquainted with 
this wicked, this miserable outlaw P " 

" Our acquaintance is of a very old date. I knew 
him long before he was either a miserable or wicked 
man, or a hunted outlaw." 

" And yet you have hitherto kept aU this secret 
from me ! " cried Madame Viuterdalen, reproach- 
fuUy. 

" It may be that it were better if I had still per- 
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mitted you to remain ignorant of the &ot," thought- 
fiillj responded the Captain. 

"No, Vinterdalen, I do not think that. You 
ought not to have kept such a secret from me. I am 
your wife and have a right to share your confidence : 
you will never find me unworthy of it" 

" I am sure I never shall, Amelia." 

" Then tell me all about your knowledge of the 
history of this rover, who, whether guilty or innocent, 
has earned such fearful renown." 

" Ah, you would indeed pity rather Uian condemn 
him — you would admit that he is more sinned against 
than sinning, if you only knew the true story of his 
life." 

" Then tell it me ! Not one syllable of it shall 
ever be repeated by me to Hving being, without your 
permission." 

" You may repent having made this request, Ama- 
Ka." 

"No, that I shall not!" 

" I would I were sure of that." 

" / am sure ! " 

"Why?" 

" Because I know — ^because Ifeel so ! " 

" A true woman's reason ! " and he smiled, but his 
snule was mournful and abstracted. 

" Come, Vinterdalen, begin ! for you have excited 
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my curiosity to snch a d^jee that I fihall never rest 
until you tell me all about your friend the pirate- 
no, rover, I mean ! — ^Lars Vonved." 

" Ah, it is a long story." 

^' So much the better ! for we have a long night 
before us, and we shall not be diBturbed, for Wilhehn 
has thoroughly tired himself with play to-day, and 
has gone early to bed- Now, Captain Wilhehn Vin- 
terdalen, spin your seaman's yam ! and 111 pranuBe 
you an attentive listener." 

Madame Yinterdalen spoke with an aasumed air of 
oheery light-heartedness, but in reahty she was veiy 
much disturbed, and nervously anxious to learn the 
true history of the Baltic Bover, since she now was 
for the first time cognizant of the (to her) alarming 
fact that her husband was an intimate personal friend 
of that outlaw of terrible celebrity. Vinterdalen 
looked at her with a keen and thorough appreciation 
of what was passing in her mind, and a twitching of 
the comers of his lips seemed to indicate that he felt 
a painful degree of reluctance to tell her what he knew. 

"Be it so, Amalia: be it so, my wife!" exclaimed 
he. " I verily little thought this night that I should 
relate unto thee the story of Lars Vonved; but what 
is said is said, and it may be the will of Heaven that 
what I have never yet breathed unto thee shall now 
be fully revealed." 

l5 
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He spoke in a subdued, yet peouliarly solemn and 
t^idar tone, that vibrated to the heart's ooie of his 
wife. She shuddered, she knew not why, as she 
tremblingly cried — 

^' In the name of Heaven, then, oonfide all tlnm 
knowest of that man to the wife of thy bosom, Yin- 
terdaleni" 

^' I will, Amalia ! I will, my wife ! Thou shalt 
know the true story of Lars Vonved — and may God 
incline thine heart to judge him meroifolly ! " 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THE TRUE STORY OF LARS VONVED. 

"Our Danish monaiohy," oommenoed Captain 
Yinterdalen, "is, thou knowest, one of the most 
ancient in Europe, and its greatest dynasty was that 
founded by Sven Magnus Estritson, in 1047. Sven 
had noble successors in Knut [Canute] and Yaldemar 
the Qreat. The sixth Knut and the second Yaldemar 
conquered great possessions on the shores of the Bal- 
tic, but King Yaldemar 11. was at length defeated, 
taken prisoner himself, and his conquests in Courland 
and elsewhere wrested fix)m him by his Q-ennan ene- 
mies. His native kingdom of Denmark was so shaken 
and weakened, that in 1241, he divided it among his 
sons — ^an unwise arrangement, which naturally led 
to internecine wars. At length it came to pass that "— 

" What is idl this you are saying, Yinterdalen P" 
interrupted Ms wife in a tone of surprise and vexation. 
"You promised to relate the true story of Lars 
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Vonved, and instead of that you begin to narrate 
passages £rom our Danish Chronioles, about the kings 
of the grand old race whioh ceased to reign long oen- 
turies ago ! " 

" Precisely," replied Vinterdalen, with much com- 
posure. ^^And imless you carefully bear in mind 
what I have just said, and what I shall further say 
of the 'royal line of Valdemar, be assured that you 
cannot understand the history of the man Lars 
Vonved/' 

" Pouf I Whatever connexion can there possibly 
exist between the old kings of Denmark and Laars 
Vonved the living rover ? " 

" An intimate connexion, as you will speedily com- 
prehend, if you will only quietly listen." 

"Well, it may be so. Go on, then, only pray 
don't tantalize me with old-world traditions any 
longer than you can help." 

"When Olaf IV.," resumed Captain Vinterdalen, 
" died, Margaret, a daughter of liis grandfather Val- 
demar m., succeeded in ascending the throne in 
1387, and that truly illustrious woman speedily 
raised Denmark to a pitch of grandeur and power it 
never had attained before, aud probably never will 
again. Within one year after becoming queen reg- 
nant, she united Sweden to Denmark and Norway, 
having defeated the Swedes, whose king was slain in 



COUNT OF ELSINORE. 229 

battle against her army. In 1397, the celebrated 
Treaty of Calmar solemnly ratified this union of the 
three Scandinayian kingdoms under one imperial 
sceptre, but the successors of Margaret the Great 
had neither her genius nor her good fortune, and at 
length the line of Yaldemar ceased to reign. The 
Count of Oldenburg ascended to the throne in 1488, 
as Christian I., and the House of Oldenburg con- 
tinues to present the royal dynasty of our country. 
The line of Oldenburg soon lost Sweden, and " 

" Yes, yes, Vinterdalen ! I know all about the 
history of our Valdemar and our Oldenburg sove- 
reigns, and their conquests and their defeats, their 
acquisitions and their losses," again interrupted Ama- 
lia, " but, once more, what has all this to do with 
LarsVonvedP" 

" I will teU you in a word, Amalia, siQce you are 
so impatient. Lars Vonved is a lineal descendant of 
Valdemar the Great, and he is the present legitimate 
head of that illustrious race of kings, princes, war- 
riors, heroes." 

" Lars Vonved ! Vonved the outlaw ! Vonved the 
rover ! " 

"The same." 

" He the living head of the glorious line of Val- 
demar ! " 

" It is as true as the stars shine above us. In the 
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veins of Lars Yonved flows the pure unadulterated 
Uood of the royal and onoe mighty line of Valdemar 
— ^Denmark's andent kings. And," added Captaiii 
Vinterdalen, in a singularly melancholy and bitter 
tone, " TTing Frederick knows it. Ay, he who now 
holds the sceptre swayed for centuries by the Valdo- 
mars, knows that this outlawed subject Lars Yonved 
is the imdoubted heir of the kingly predecessors of 
his own ancestors ! " 

^^O, Himlen!" ejaculated Madame Yinterdalen, 
now beginning to appreciate the startling new light 
thus thrown on the history of the outlaw Yonved; 
" can it be that our king indeed knows that P" 

'' Ay, that does he, as well as I know it myself! " 

" It ought to have inclined his heart to pity and 
mercy." 

" Pity and mercy ! Ay, you may well say so, but 
the fact that the Rover is of the blood of Yaldemar, 
only steels King Frederick's heart against him." 

" But how is it^that the legitimate heir of the line 
of Yaldemar bears the name of Yonved?" 

"Simply thus: The brother of Eing Yaldemar IIL 
married a Swedish princess whose family name was 
Yonved. She was the only child of the renowned 
Sven Yonved, a prince whose memory is yet cherished 
in the popular traditions and minstrelsy of his coun- 
try, as he was imrivalled in his age for personal 
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strength, valoiir, and generosity — ^manly qualities 
which ever render a prince the people's fayonrite. 
It was for reasons partly political, but principally for 
the sake of preserving to posterity the name of this 
great Swedish prince, arranged and solemnly stipu- 
lated at their marriage, that henceforth the family 
name to be borne by the eldest son (and the eldest 
son only) of the united race of Valdemar and Vonved, 
should be that of the latter. Queen Margaret the 
Great, a few years after she succeeded in uniting 
Sweden to her dominions, created her relative, the 
then Prince of Valdemar (who was the only living 
male descendant of their line and that of Yonved), 
Ooimt of Elsinore, and this title, for reasons of a 
singular nature, was ever after the only one borne by 
the heirs of the race. When the Count of Oldenburg 
ascended -the throne of Denmark in 1448, as Chris- 
tian I., he was not unmindful of the proud claims of 
the sole surviving branch of his mighty predecessors, 
to be peculiarly honoured in the realm. He not only 
confirmed to the line the title of Count of Elsinore— 
a title of significance and grandeur, inasmuch as El- 
sinore is the key to the Baltic and all its kingdoms 
and powers — ^but he also bestowed on the count and 
his lineal legitimate heirs, in perpetuity, a certain 
portion of the revenues derivable from the Sound 
Dues at Elsinore, as a free gift from the crown, to 
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enable the representatiYes of the illustrious raoe of 
Yaldemar to uphold the dignity of their house with 
beooming splendour. This generous conduct of King 
Christian was warmly appreciated by the line of Val- 
demar. Not only did they forbear firom disturbing 
the reign either of himseK or of his successors by 
secret or open prosecution of claims to the throne, 
but they ever maintained the Oldenburg dynasty, 
and many of their race fought, bled, and died in its 
support. They nevertheless were not forgetful of 
their royal lineage, and even unto this present day 
only one of the Counts of Elsinore has married be- 
neath his rank." 

" That is to say," briskly cried Amalia, " only one 
has married a lady not of royal, or at least of princely 
blood. Is that what you mean ? " 

"Yes." 

" And who was that one ?" 

" Lars Vonved himseK." 

" Lars Vonved ! And he is the present Count of 
Elsinore P" 

"He is." 

" And is that unhappy man really married ? " 

"Ay." 

" 0, how I pity his wife ! " 

At this natural exclamation of Amalia, an expres- 
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sion of intense anguish flitted athwart the countenanoe 
of Captain Vinterdalen. 

" Yes," continued he ; " it is indeed true that Lars 
Vonved is the very first of his race who has married 
a lady beneath the rank of a princess; but, I believe, 
that not one of his ancestors wedded a nobler-minded 
woman, or one who woidd, under happier auspices, 
have more worthily upheld her dignity as Countess 
of Elsinore." 

" Gkxi help her," sighed Amalia ; " what a fate 
must her's be, whoever she is ! " 

" You ^hinlr she must necessarily be very misera- 
ble because she is the wife of Lars Vonved ?" 

" Miserable ! Ah, me ! my heart bleeds for her ! '* 
exclaimed Amalia, with deep womanly emotion. 

" During the four centuries subsequent to the ad- 
vent of the Oldenburg dynasty," continued Vinter- 
dalen, " the patrimony of the Counts of Elsinore 
gradually grew less and less, and it was mainly 
expended in the cause of the royal line which suc- 
ceeded that of Valdemar on the Danish throne. 
When Eiiut Vonved, the grandfather of Lars Von- 
ved, became Count of Elsinore, on the death of his 
father, in 1765, the family property was almost en- 
tirely dwindled away, and little remained to uphold 
the dignity of the race of Valdemar but their share 
of the Soimd Dues, which had become at least seven- 



234 VONVBD THE DANE: 

fold as much as what it was when originally granted 
by Christian I. Count Knnt Vonved had entered 
the army very early in life, and in 1766, when Chris- 
tian VJLL. asoended the throne, the Connt held the 
rank of a general. In 1772 ooouned that infEonoiui 
plot of the Queen mother and her scm, Frinoe Fre- 
derick, who contrived to persuade the half-imbeoile 
King that his young and innocent Queen, Matilday 
sister of George HI. of England, was conspiring witii 
her alleged paramour. Count StruenSee, the prime 
minister, to dethrone her husband. Queen Matilda 
was thereupon seized and closely imprisoned for some 
months in the castle of Eironborg, at Elsinore ; and 
she would probably have been put to death had not 
her brother, the English King, demanded her Ubera- 
tion, and backed his demand with a powerful fleet. 
She was then sent to Zell, in Hanover, where she 
died broken-hearted three years subsequently. Count 
Struensee and his friend. Count Brandt, were mocked 
by a pretended trial and barbarously executed. All 
Denmark knew that they were perfectly guiltless; 
but such was the terror inspired by the policy and 
power of the malignant and merciless old Queen 
Dowager, that hardly a voice was raised in favour of 
her victims. One nobleman only had the courage to 
chivalrously assert their innocence and indignantly 
demand their honourable acquittal. He stood alone ; 
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but his was a piotest of great moral foroe and signi- 
fioanoe, for he was the aokBOwledged head of the 
Danish nobility, and next in rank to the princes of 
the reigning royal family." 

" He was the Count of Elsinore P" 

" Yes. Enut Vonved, grandfather of Lars Von- 
ved, was the man who thus openly braved the whole 
court in defence of helpless innocence ! " and as he 
spake, Captain Yinterdalen's countenance glowed 
with singular pride. 

^' 'Twas an act worthy the fearless and generous 
blood of Valdemar ! " exclaimed Amalia, warmly. 

" Ay, and when Count Vonved found his inter- 
cession and appeal disr^arded, he threw his general's 
commission at the feet of King Christian, as he sat 
in full council, and drawing his sword, he snapped 
its blade across his knee, solemnly swearing that 
never more would he serve a sovereign who had dis- 
honoured his country by such an act of hellish 
injustice." 

" Q-lorious fellow ! Methinks his long line of 
kingly ancestors would look down with approval on 
the representative of their race, if it were permitted 
unto them ! " 

" Yes ; Ejiut Vonved was not a degenerate descen- 
dant of Valdemar the Ghreat ; but dearly indeed did 
he and his eventually suffer for the manly part he 
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took in defence of Queen Matilda and poor murdered 
Struensee and Brandt. At that time he was still in 
the prime of Ufe, and his disposition was much too 
martial and energetic to permit him to languish in 
inactivity. As he had sworn never again to serve 
King Christian, he resolved to seek foreign service. 
He was the more determined to this step, because he 
had incurred the bitter hatred of the Queen mother, 
and of her son, the Crown Prince, Frederick, our 
present sovereign. Let me do justice to the latter. 
Count Ejiut Vonved himself believed that Prince 
Frederick, far from being the originator, was not even 
a voluntary prime mover in the infernal plot which 
blasted the reputation and destroyed the Kf e of Queen 
Matilda. His wicked mother was the mainspring of 
the plot, and the young prince weakly yielded to her 
influence, and lent himself to aid her in her design — 
the object of which was to secure to him the succes- 
sion to the throne. Still, making every allowance 
for his youth, and his mother's pernicious influence 
over him, he was guilty of a foul and abominable 
crime in becoming an active accessory to the flendlike 
scheme, imless, indeed (which is certainly possible), 
he actually believed, on the faith of his subtle mother's 
representations, that Queen Matilda and Count Stru- 
ensee were really guilty. Be this as it may. Count 
Vonved boldly taxed him to his face with complicity 
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in ihe monstrous plot, and told him that in his dying 
hour he would bitterly repent having thus dishonoured 
his family and his country. This, of course, incensed 
the Crown Prince against Vonved, and mutual ex- 
pressions of acrimonious anger induced a violent per- 
sonal quarrel ; for the proud Count of Elsinore feared 
the face of no man upon earth, and holding himself, 
by birth and descent, the equal of Prince Frederick, 
it was with the spirit and freedom of an equal that 
he spoke his mind. 

" From that hour the star of the House of Valde- 
mar was ecKpsed. Count Ejiut had married a Eus- 
sian princess, who died five years subsequent to their 
union, leaving him two sons, the eldest of whom, 
Valdemar Vonved, was at this epoch only three, and 
Erik, the youngest, two years of age. Their father's 
resolution was speedily taken. He made arr^ge- 
ments with his friend. Baron Hindstrand, to receive 
the children and bring them up in his own family, 
and then he himself offered his sword to Catherine 
of Eussia. That sagacious Empress received him 
with distinguished honour, and at once gave him a 
high command in her armies. She was prompted to 
this by various motives. Count Vonved was of a far 
loftier royal lineage than herself; he was a soldier of 
well-knovm ability and European renown; he was 
connected with her by his marriage ; and last, though 
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perhaps not least in the estimation of Catherine, he was 
personally a magnificent and exceedingly handsome 
man. He served with great distinction dnring several 
campaigns against the Turks and othernations on the 
south-eastern frontiers of the Eussian dominions, and 
was rapidly earning a brilliant name as a general, 
when a quarrel with, and the ceas^ess animosity of 
one of the Empress's jealous favourites — the £biyout- 
ite of the day— compelled him to quit her service in 
disgust, although Catherine herself condescended re- 
peatedly to request him to remain. He permanently 
returned to Denmark in 1783, having made almost 
yearly brief visits to it during the ten years of his 
service in Bussia ; and at every visit he found ample 
reason to be satisfied vnth the guardian of his boys, 
for Baron Hindstrand had sacredly discharged the 
important trust he had undertaken. 

" In 1784, the miserable King Christian was oflfi- 
dally declared insane, and thereupon Frederick, as 
the Crown Prince, assumed the Regency, which he 
held without an interval for twenty-four years, when, 
at the death of Christian, he mounted the throne of 
the country of which he had been so long the virtual 
sovereign, At this time, Count Knut's eldest son, 
Valdemar Vonved, was fifteen years of age, and Erik 
veas fourteen. Count Vonved himself was now a 
middle-aged man, and he felt that his own active 
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career as a soldier was terminated. The future of his 
sons was henceforth his chief care in life. He care- 
ftdly tested their individual inclinations, and found 
that both were passionately desirous to embrace the 
profession of arms in service of their native land. 
Valdemar Vonved particularly wished to enter the 
navy, somewhat to the disappointment of his father, 
who woidd have preferred that his eldest son, and the 
heir to his illustrious title, shoidd have been a sol- 
dier, like himself and so many of their ancestors. 
Erik, on the other hand, longed to enter the army. 
The question was — ^would the Crown Prince consent 
to receive the sons of Count Vonved in his service 
after what had passed ? Long did this question oc- 
cupy the mind of the Count, and many a discussion 
had he on the subject with his intimate friends. 
He even wrote to the Empress of Eussia, frankly 
stating his dilemma, and Catherine returned him a 
most friendly answer, assuring him of her undimi- 
nished friendship, and stating, that if £he Begent of 
Denmark would not give commissions to his sons she 
would do so, and would charge herself with their 
fiiture advancement. But Count Vonved was pecu- 
liarly anxious that, if possible, his boys should at 
least commence life in the service of their native 
land; and to insure this he, after many a pang, 
bowed his proud spirit to solicit an audience with the 
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Crown Prinoe, wliom lie had nefver met sfaice their 
angry raptore in 1772. Fredaridc aooorded him sn 
interview, listened coldly to his reqoest, anddedined 
to give an immediate reply. Within twenty-four 
hooiBy however, Gonnt Yonved was smnmoned to the 
palace. In the interim the Crown Prince, yielding 
to the more generous impulses of his nature, and 
probably, also, materially influenced by the advice of 
his ministers, had resolved to receive the yontfas in 
his service as cadets in the professions they had re- 
spectively chosen. He personally annoimced this to 
Count Yonved, and said, that although past eyents 
would preclude him ever giving the Count himsBlf a 
command in his army, or a seat at his council-board, 
yet that should not operate to the disadvantage of his 
eons, whom he pledged his royal word to promote 
according to their merit. This gracious and unlooked 
for promise aflfectedthe stem old general exceedingly. 
He answered the Crown Prince that he sought 
nothing for himself, as he considered his martial 
career ended, although he coidd nqt help adding, 
vrith pardonable pride, that were he disposed to again 
seek active service, there were many foreign courts 
which would gladly receive the offer of his sword. 
But his ancestors had invariably commenced life in 
the service of their native sovereign, and he expressed 
his heartfelt gratitude that his sons would also be 
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permitted to do so. Frederick made a suitable and 
not unfriendly reply, and the audience terminated. 
The friends of Count Vonved were now sanguine that, 
in course of time, a thorough reconciliation would 
ensue between him and the Begent ; but he himself 
had no such expectation, nor even desire, except for 
the sake of his sons. 

" Valdemar Vonved was forthwith received as a 
midshipman in the Danish navy, and Erik entered 
the Royal Military College, to be educated for the 
army. At the expiration of a couple of years, Erik 
successfrdly passed an examination and was presented 
with a conmiission in the artillery. His subsequent 
promotion kept pace with his merit, as Frederick had 
promised, for within ten years he attained the rank 
of colonel. His elder brother received a lieutenant's 
conmiission immediately after he had served the 
necessary length of time to qualify him for that rank, 
and by the close of the century he was a commodore. 
During this interval their father had lived in retire- 
ment, his chief happiness being derived from watch- 
ing the progress of his beloved sons in their profes- 
sions. He was now an old man, for in 1800 he 
completed his three score years and ten ; and yet, 
•notwithstanding the many hardships he had under- 
gone during his long and active military career, he 
was as strong and fiill of vitality as many men thirty 
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years younger. Yaldemar Vonved was now thirty- 
one, and Erik thirty years of age, and, aooording to 
all hnmaji probability, both of them might reasonably 
antioipate a long and honourable, if not a bnlliaat 
career. But it was not to be. Providence willed it 
otherwise, and in mercy, also, I haye sometimee 
thought." 

Here Captain Yinterdalen paused and appeared 
for the moment profoundly abstracted. 

" Did they die prematurely ?" asked his wife, who 
had listened with gradually-increasing interest to the 
singular narrative. 

** Ay ; if to be killed fighting in defence of their 
native country can properly be called a prematore 
death.'' 

" It is a glorious death ! " warmly ejaculated Ama- 
lia ; '^ and whoever dies in such a sacred cause should 
not be lamented as having lived too short a spau. 
He who is old enough to fight for his country is not 
too yoimg to die for it — ^nor has he died too soon I " 

" Nobly said, my wife ! Thou hast the heart and 
the spirit of a matron who may, by right divine, be- 
come mother of a race of patriot heroes ! " and Cap- 
tain Yinterdalen's eye kindled as he gazed at her with 
pride, love, and admiration — strangely dashed, how- 
ever, with a tinge of melancholy and bitter remorse. 

Amalia flushed brightly and proudly at this merited 
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enoomium from the lips of him whom she loved more 
than all the world — ^for was he not the husband on 
whose bosom sh^ slept, and the father of her boy P — 
but the next instant she sighed deeply, as she remem- 
bered how her father, Colonel Orvig, was killed 
fighting in defence of Copenhagen in 1807. 

" Go on, Vinterdalen ! " exclaimed she, in an eager 
yet subdued tone. " Tell me how Count Vonved's 
sons fought and fell, and — ^yes, above all, speak about 
Lars Vonved ! " 

Captain Vinterdalen drew a long, quivering breath, 
and, as it were, roused himself &om the half-pleasant 
half-painfal abstraction and reverie into which he had 
temporarily faJlen. 

" Ay, I will tell thee," said he ; " and it may be 
that thy true woman's heart will throb with sympathy. 
It was of Valdemar Vonved and Erik that I last 
spake. I said that up to the 'year 1800, each had 
prospered well in his profession. In his twenty-third 
year Valdemar married, with the ftdl approval of his 
father, the youngest daughter of Prince Otteraa." 

" Otteraa ! Surely I have heard of him ? He was 
a Swedish prince ! " 

" He was ; and in the female line, he was directly 
descended from the illustrious monarch, Qxistavus 
Vasa. But the house of Otteraa is now entirely ex- 
tinct. The prince in question was the last male of 
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the raoe ; and of his three daughters two died mmiai> 
ried, and the youngest became the wife of Yaldemar 
Vonved, as I have said. She brought no dower 
whatever to her husband, for her father had none to 
bestow. Count Vonved, however, was mightily 
pleased with the love-match of his eldest-bom — for a 
love-match it was — ^his pride of race being gratified 
at the thought that a descendant of Sweden's mighty 
patriot-hero and monarch was united to the heir of 
the line of Valdemar of Denmark. He cared not fop her 
poverty, proudly declaring that son his could always 
worthily maintain the dignity of their united race 
with his sword alone. One child only was bom to 
the youn^ couple; and the mother 9ied in giving 
him birth, on the third anniversary of her marriage 
day." 

" Ah ! " cried Madame Vinterdalen, with much 
emotion ; " and this boy ? " 

" Ay, this boy," replied Vinterdalen, with mourn- 
ful emphasis, " who cost his mother her life the hour 
he first drew breath, they christened him Lars." 

"Lars Vonved?" 

" Verily." 

" Lars Vonved the Outlaw ! Oh, it sounds like a 
wild dream to me ! " 

" Ay, Lars Vonved the Outlaw — ^Lars Vonved the 
pirate, and sea monster, as you called bim — ^is also 
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Lars Vonved, Count of Elsinore, and in his veins 
flows the mingled blood of Yaldemar the Great of 
Denmark and Ghistavus Yasa of Sweden." 

" Oh, Himlen ! what accursed fatality can have 
driven the descendant of such mighty heroes to be- 
come an outcast felon ?" 

^^ Call him an outcast and an outlaw if thou wUt, 
but link not felon with his name ! " austerely ex- 
claimed Captain Yinterdalen, glancing at his wife 
with a sudden flash of anger and reprehension. 

" O, pardon me, Yinterdalen ! " cried she, depre- 
catingly ; " I thought that " 

" Hear the true story of Lars Yonved ere thou 
thinkest aught of him ; and, once for all, dismiss 
from thy mind the abominable lies which malignancy 
and hatred have promulgated to make the ignorant 
believe that Lars Yonved is a ruthless villain. He is 
what he is. Felon ! That word ought never to have 
passed thy lips in connexion with hk name ! " 

" It never shall again. Forgive me, dear Wilhelm, 
and continue the story ! " 

" Yiuterdalen's brow and flashing eyes softened in 
their expression, as he resimied his narrative. 

" Li 1800 a serious misunderstanding occurred 
between Great Britain and Denmark, in consequence 
of the former power capturing the frigate Freya, 
when convoying some merchantmen said to be laden 
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with goods * contraband of war,' or intended for the 
use of the French. This unhappy affiair induced ihe 
English king to send an ambassador-extraordinary to 
Copenhagen, and he succeeded in procuring a tem- 
porary settlement of the quarrel ; but Russia and 
Sweden took the part of Denmark, and, in conjunc- 
tion with it, formed what was called the Northern 
Armed Neutrality ; and as Ghreat Britain had reascm 
to fear that this confederation would eventually assist 
Napoleon, or openly declare in his favour, a powerful 
fleet was despatched to the Baltic, early in 1801, 
under Admirals Parker and Nelson, to act at discre- 
tion. Copenhagen, it soon became known, would be 
attacked; and to do the Crown Prince justice, he 
behaved nobly at this most trying juncture. , Every 
possible preparation was made to defend the capital ; 
and on the second of Apnl ensued that tremendous 
conflict which the English call the Battle of the 
Baltic. Both the sons of Count Vonved were in- 
trusted with important commands on this momentous 
occasion. Commodore Valdemar Vonved commanded 
a ship of the line in the inner harbour, and his bro- 
ther. Colonel Erik, one of the formidable Trekoner 
batteries. Their father. Count Vonved, having vainly 
solicited a personal command, actually fought through- 
out that fatal day as a private volunteer on board the 
ship of his own son, Valdemar ; and, though abovo 
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seventy years of age, not a man was there who more 
distinguished himself by dauntless bravery, skill, and 
activity. Ay, the glorious, lion-hearted veteran 
fought with even more than his youthful ardour, and 
was an iospiriting example even to the bravest of 
the brave who battled by his side. Our countrymen 
fought for Denmark, their capital, their homes, and 
all that they held dear, and did this in the very pre- 
sence, as it were, of their families. Almost at the 
close of the tremendous fight Valdemar Vonved re- 
ceived a musket ball through his heart, and fell dead 
at the very feet of his father. The grey-haired 
veteran himself escaped uninjureci; but could he 
have foreseen what the fiiture would be unto him, he 
would have prayed that he might have died by the 
side of his first-bom. Erik was severely woimded ; 
but he and the Count followed Valdemar to his grave 
in the Oesterbro cemetery, and saw him interred 
in the midst of his fellow-seamen, who fell gloriously 
in defence of their country. 

^' It is said that the sensibilities of the aged are 
mercifully blunted, so that they do not feel losses 
and afflictions more acutely than their feebled strength 
can bear. Be this as it may — and, doubtless, it is 
so generally — Count Vonved most severely felt the 
loss of Valdemar, and much as he had before loved 
his grandson, little Xiajrs, he now experienced a ten- 
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fold affection for the orphan boy. He oonld hardlj 
eyer bear him to be out of his sight — ^his whole being 
seemed to be wrapped up in that of the heir to his 
name and race. Possibly, he clung more to the child 
because Erik had, in one respect, grievously disap- 
pointed and offended him." 

"How so P" 

" Thus. Prior to the Battle of the Baltic, Colonel 
Erik was stationed several years in Slesvig and Hoi- 
stein, and there he either privately married or formed 
an illicit connexion with a foreign lady. Confused 
and contradictory rumours of this fix)m time to time 
reached his father, who naturally was exceedingly 
angry, and peremptorily demanded to know the truth 
from his son. For some private reason, Erik either 
refused to comply, or prevaricated in such a manner 
as amounted to an evasion or refusal, and Count 
Vonved was so incensed that he ceased to hold com- 
munication with a son, who had, he thought, dis- 
honoured him. Valdemar did his utmost to recon- 
cile his father and brother, but with littie avail ; and 
although the strong affection which had hitherto sub- 
sisted between the brothers remained undiminished^ 
Erik did not confide the story of his secret marriage 
— ^if marriage it was— even to Valdemar. When 
the British fleet passed the Soimd, in 1801, and Erik 
was recalled to aid in the defence of the capital— hia 
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skill as an engineer and artillery oflficer being highly 
estimated — a temporary reconciliation ensued between 
hJTn and his father ; but after the excitement of the 
struggle was over, and the old Count had bewailed 
the death of Valdemar, he again recurred to the 
painful question of Erik's marriage, and whatever 
replies or explanations Erik made, they were not 
satisfactory, and father and son parted in mutual 
anger — ^Erik being ordered back again to Holstein, 
as chief artillery oflficer of that Duchy. 

" Time passed on. More than six years had 
elapsed since the Battle of the Baltic, and once more 
Denmark was destined to bear the brunt of Britain's 
vengeance. A second time Copenhagen was exposed 
to the horrors of a hostile attack ; and for the second 
and last time Erik was recalled to serve in its defence. 
During three days of September, 1807, the doomed 
city was cruelly, bombarded by the British army 
under Lord Cathcart, and compelled to capitulate 
afber sustaining a Mghtfiil loss." 

" My father died a soldier's death on its ramparts !" 
ejaculated Amalia, mournfully yet proudly. 

" He did. I have spoken with, one who fought by 
the side of the brave Colonel Orvig, and saw him fall. 
On the same fatal day, too. Colonel Erik was mor- 
tally wounded. He was, at his own earnest request, 
immediately carried to the house of Count Vonved, 
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which was situated in Bosenborg Gude, just within 
the Norrebro Port. ' Father,' cried he, ' I have done 
my duty ! ' I have fought my last fight ! I am come 
home to die!' *My son! 0, my son!' cried the 
aged soldier, ' must thou, too, die before me ? Shall 
I not have one child left to close my eyes P' * It is 
God's will, my father, and thou shouldst not repine. 
I die a death which thou has often taught me to look 
forward to as the most glorious of all — ^I lay down 
my life for my coimtry ! ' * It is true, my son ! but 
oh, why did death spare me in an himdred fights, and 
leave me a worn-out veteran, whilst Valdemar was 
slain in his first battle, and thou art cut off in thy 
second.' ' I have lived long enough, my father ! and 
ere sunset I shall rejoin my brother Valdemar, and 
he will greet poor Erik, for I have not disgraced our 
lineage. But, father, forgive me, and bless me ere 
I die.' * I do forgive thee, Erik ! I do forgive and 
bless thee, my dear son ! ' sobbed Count Vonved, em- 
bracing the dying warrior. ' I am going fast,' whis- 
pered Erik; 4et me talk to thee alone, my father.' 
Father and son were left alone, and what passed be- 
tween them was known only to the survivor. One 
hour subsequently, Count Vonved was found by his 
servant sitting at the head of the couch in an attitude 
of stony despair, clasping his dead son in his withered 
arms, and utterly unconscious of the horrors of the 
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bombardment in his immediate vicinity, although the 
adjoining apartment had just been shattered by the 
explosion of a shelL" 

"Erik confessed the truth regarding his reputed 
marriage, to his father, with his last breath ?" 

"He undoubtedly did." 

"And," continued Madame Vinterdalen, with 
strong interest, " had Erik really contracted a secret 
marriage P " 

" I cannot positively tell. Count Vonved rigidly 
kept the secret confided to him by his dying son, 
whatever that secret might be, but his Mends well 
knew that not only was his stem heart softened by 
the death of Erik, but that he proudly and thankfully 
acknowledged that Erik had not disgraced him in the 
manner he had so long suspected and feared. More- 
over, he employed confidential agents in a mission of 
inquiry and search for the foreign lady and her chil- 
dren, his object being, it was supposed, to acknow- 
ledge and adopt the latter. No trace of them could 
be discovered, and the mystery of their disappearance 
was an additional shock and grief to Count Vonved." 

"Ah, then, rely on it poor Erik was reaUy married 
to their mother, or the grand old Count would not 
have wished to openly acknowledge his grandchil- 
dren." 

" I hope so, and I believe in my heart that you 
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are right. Much would I give to know the fall 
truth, and to traoe those children and their mother!" 

Captain Yinterdalen spoke with so much earnest- 
ness and deep feeling, that his wife was surprised at 
the emotion he manifested. 

" Why, Vinterdalen, you talk as though you were 
yourself of near kin to the Valdemars ! You oould 
not have known Erik, for you must have been a ohild 
when he died?" 

"Ay, onlyaohHd." 

" Then how is it you speak of these secret family 
matters so familiarly, and with such profound per- 
sonal interest P " 

" Have I not told you that Lars Vonved never had 
a secret that I did not share ?" replied Captain Vin- 
terdalen, with the same peculiar gleam in his eyes, 
: and inexplicable expression of countenance which he 
wore when he first commenced his narrative. " All 
that Lars Vonved knows of his family, I know/' 

" Then," quickly rejoined Amalia, " does your 
Mend Lars Vonved know more concerning Erik and 
his reputed wife and oflfepring than you have just told 
me?" 

"He does." 

" Ah ! I thought as much ! Then of course you 
know it also?" 

"I do." 
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"TeUitme— teUmeaU!" 

"Nay, Amalia, I have already told thee more 
than I had intended." 

" Ponf ! you have merely whetted my curiosity." 

" I may not reveal more." 

" Say, rather, that you will not." 

" As you please," calmly replied he. 

"What!" cried Amalia, with a coaxing smile, 
" will you not tell your own wife ? " 

" No, I will not teU my own wife any more con- 
cerning Erik and his secret marriage. I only pro- 
mised to teU you the true story of Lars Vonved — 
not that of his uncle Erik. Perhaps, indeed, at some 
future day" 

"Oh! well, never mind!" pouted Amalia; and, 
woman-like, she at that moment secretly avowed that 
the "future day," so vaguely alluded to, should in 
reality be very early indeed, if all her wifely wiles 
were of any avail. " Continue your story of Lars 
Vonved, which is certainly the main thing ! " 

" After the death of Erik," resumed her husband, 
" Count Vonved's affection for his grandson Lars be- 
came yet more concentrated and absorbing. The boy 
was the chief link which held him to life, for Lars 
was now the last of the race of Valdemar. The 
Count had him educated by various masters in his 
own house, and he talked with greater pride of any 
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boyish feat, either of an intelleotual or physioal kind, 
performed by Lars, than he did of his own great 
services and exploits as a general ; and this was the 
more remarkable, inasmuch as aged men are almost 
invariably garrulous concerning their deeds of prowess 
performed in the vigour of manhood. 

"In March 1808, King Christian VIE. died, and 
the Crown Prince, who had ruled Denmark for the 
past twenty-four years, ascended the throne as Fred- 
erick VI. The previous month Denmark and Hussia 
had declared war with Sweden, because Qustavxis had 
entered into alliance vdth England, and Sweden soon 
afterwards attempted the conquest of Norway, but 
was repulsed. Count Vonved, excited by old remi- 
niscences, old Mendships, and above all, probably, 
by the fact that the mother of yoimg Lars was a 
descendant of Gustavus Vasa, unhappily was excited 
to make a vigorous efiFort to induce the grand council 
of his country to avoid, or at least to postpone, this 
fratricidal war with Sweden, and several of his ancient 
friends, men of high rank and influence, joined him. 
King Frederick took mortal umbrage at this inter- 
ference of Count Vonved, and their former quarrel, 
which had slumbered so many years, was bitterly- 
renewed. Count Vonved, old as he was, retained so 
much of his characteristic fiery pride that he vowed 
to quit his country and never to return whilst the 
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wax with Sweden lasted. He actually sailed forth- 
with to France, a country which he had not visited 
since his youth, taking his grandson and a few fa- 
vourite old followers with him. The vessel, however, 
was captured by a British cruiser, and the crew and 
passengers were conveyed to England as prisoners of 
war. The Count was very kindly treated, parole 
being immediately granted him to reside in any part 
of England during his detention, and his attendants 
were permitted to continue with him, on his bare 
pledge for their good conduct. These indulgences 
were very unusual, for so great was the mutual ex- 
asperation of Britain and Denmark at that period, 
that prisoners of war were generally subjected to 
great severity in both countries. Coimt Vonved, 
however, had a powerful Mend at the English court; 
and his age, misfortunes, and distinguished rank and 
renown, entitled him to profound respect. His deten- 
tion was advantageous to his grandson, for London 
oflfered unrivalled facilities for the education of Lars, 
who rapidly acquired a thorough mastery of the 
English language. 

"In December, 1810, Charles XIII., the new 
King of Sweden (his predecessor, Qnstavus IV., 
having been deposed) made peace with Denmark, 
and no sooner did Count Vonved receive tidings of 
that, than (his vow being accomplished) his heart 
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yearned to return to his native land, to spend the 
brief remainder of his span at the spot where he first 
drew breath. Although Count Vonved was more 
than four-soore, he still retained his bodily strength 
to an amazing degree, and his mental £acnlties were 
very Kttle impaired. He now eagerly made in- 
terest to get exchanged; and his longing desire 
was quickly gratified, for early in January, 1811, 
he and his grandson and their servants, were sent 
back to Denmark in a 'cartel.' Young Lars was 
by no means enthusiastio at the idea of returning 
to Denmark, for he had intensely enjoyed his 
* captivity ' of twenty months in England, and the 
mighty and brilliant metropolis of that country 
was to him a much more fascinating city than his 
native Copenhagen." 

" How old was Lars Vonved then P" curiously in- 
quired Madame Vinterdalen. 

" He was bom in January, 1795, and therefore his 
age at that time would be just sixteen." 

" Bom in January, 'ninety five ? Why, then he 
must be almost precisely the same age as yourself ? " 

Captain Vinterdalen gave a quick penetrative glance 
at his wife, assented to her remark, and continued his 
narrative. 

" As soon as Count Vonved had once more settled 
at Copenhagen, he was plunged into fresh perplexity 
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and trouble. He had, in imagination, devoted liis 
grandson, heir, and sole representative of his kingly 
race, to the military profession, of which he himself, 
and all his illustrious ancestors, had been distinguished 
members ; and inasmuch as he had been grievously 
disappointed when his son Valdemar obstinately re- 
solved to enter the navy, he flattered himseK that 
Valdemar's only child, Lars, would make amends by 
becoming a soldier. Alas! for the fond wise schemes 
of hoary eld ! Young Lars not merely resembled his 
dead father in person, but his predilections were 
similar. The sea was his passion, and much as he 
loved the glorious old man who had been to him both 
father and grandfather, he could not conquer his dis- 
tastefor the lifeof a soldier,nor subdue his subtle ardent 
longing for the life of a sailor. The inevitable result 
was, that, after many a sad struggle and melancholy 
misgiving. Count Vonved yielded to the innate im- 
pulses of his grandson, and consented that he should 
enter the navy. But what navy? Frederick the 
Crown Prince had only received Valdemar, the father 
of Lars, into his navy as a royal favour ; but would 
Frederick the King consent for Lars to enter his 
service after the recent bitter renewal of his ancient, 
and now irreconcilable quarrel with Count Vonved ? 
The question must be quickly decided, for Lars was 
already older than cadets usually are when they enter 
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the naval service. Count Yonved nevertheleBS knew 
that he had ample interest to get his grandson im- 
mediately received in the navy of Bnssiay and had 
peace then prevailed between Denmark and "Rngland, 
he conld readily have procured Lars a midshipman's 
berth in a man-of-war of the latter mighty naval 
power. Still his old hecurt beat true to its rooted 
natural loyal instincts, and personal enemy as the 
£ing of Denmark was to himself, he onoe moie 
bowed his proud spirit to request Frederick to receive 
Lars in his navy, even as he had solicited the same 
favour for the father of Lars nearly thirty years pre- 
viously." 

" And did King Frederick grant the prayer P" 

"He did." 

" That was magnanimous ! " 

"Li one sense it certainly was, as regarded his 
personal hostility towards Count Vonved; but on the 
other hand it must be borne in mind that within the 
last ten years the father and the uncle of young Lars 
had both died in defence of the capital ; that Count 
Vonved had served his country with honour and re- 
nown in a former generation ; and that young Lars 
was the very last branch of the grand and mighty 
old tree of Valdemar, which for many centuries had 
borne fruit for Denmark in the shape of kings, war- 
riors, patriots, heroes. Eely that these potent con- 
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jdderations alone induoed King Frederick to oyercome 
his repugnance to the femily of Count Vonved, when 
he consented to receive Lars in his naval service/' 

^'And so Lars actually began life in the Eoyal 
Navy?" . 

"Ay, and proudly did his young heart throb when 
he first trod the quarter-deck of the old two-decker 
^Herkules,' one of the very few ships which the 
English had left King Frederick, to form the nucleus 
of a fleet to replace that which they had taken away 
in 1807." 

" I thought that the British admiral, Ghambier, had 
taken away with him every man-of-war Denmark 
possessed at the time?" 

"Ay, I myself saw the British sail through 
the Soimd with our surrendered fleet. I counted 
eighteen ships of the line, flfteen frigates, sik brigs, 
and twenty-flve gun-boats, all of which now bore the 
English flag instead of our Danish national cross. 
The Leopards of the Sea had at length hiuniliated 
us to the uttermost, and a very complete haul did 
they make of their prey. The lines of tlie Scottish 
poet, Walter Scott, are literally true — 

" * A royal city, tower, and spire, 
Hedden'd the midniglit skies with fire. 
And shouting crews her navy bore, 
Triumphant to the victor shore.* " 

" But they left us the ' Herkules,' it seems ?" 
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^^ For a saffioient reason. The old Graft was deemed 
unseaworthy, and they had not time to patch her up 
sufficiently to enable her to be navigated to England. 
After their departure, she was repaired and re-fitted 
with all despatch, and an admiral hoisted his flag on 
board of her, for the government had no better vessel 
to give him for his flag-ship. But when Lars Vonved 
was received on board of the ' Herkules,* she was no 
longer a flag-ship, but was employed as a cruiser in 
the Skaggerack and the Belts, and although she bore, 
the notorious reputation of being the oldest, the ug- 
liest, the slowest, and the most unhandy two-decker 
afloat, she nevertheless somehow managed to pick up 
an extraordinary nimiber of English merchantmen, 
and twice she sustained gallant and bloody actions 
with English liners of superior rate, and fairly beat 
them off — ^which proves that the race is not always 
won by the swift nor the battle by the strong. Lars 
Vonved acquitted himself so well in both actions, 
that he was each time mentioned with warm praise 
in the official report of his captain." 

" How proud he would be ! " 

" His grandfather was yet prouder ! " replied Cap- 
tain Vinterdalen, with a moumftd smile, and an 
involuntary gesture, as though he with difficulty 
repressed some secret emotion evoked by the remi* 
niscence. 
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"And how long did young Vonved continue in 
the navy P" 

" The * Herkules * was his only ship, and you will 
soon learn the temhle event that terminated his 
career in the profession to which he was so enthusias- 
tically attached, in which he fondly hoped to attain 
high renown. 

" Bemadotte, the celebrated French marshal, had 
been elected Crown Prince of Sweden in 1810, and 
he speedily became the virtual ruler of his adopted 
country. At his instigation, Sweden declared war 
against Gfreat Britain in November of the same year, 
but when the French seized Swedish Pomerania in 
1812, Sweden hastened to make peace with the 
English, and Bemadotte engaged to actively prose- 
cute hostUities against his late master, the great 
Napoleon, on receiving a secret pledge from the allies 
that Norway should be separated from Denmark and 
given to Sweden as a sort of compensation for the 
loss of Finland by the latter in 1809. In other words, 
because Eussia had robbed Sweden of Finland, Swe- 
den now was to rob Denmark of Norway! This 
iniquitous scheme was probably originally suggested 
by Eussia, in order to pacify Sweden for the loss of 
Finland, and as Sweden was too weak to compel 
Eussia to restore that ill-gotten prize, she eagerly as- 
sented to the proposal of robbing her nearest and 
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weakest neighbour in turn. At this period, King 
Frederick was negotiating a peace with EngkTid, 
but did not succeed, and Denmark, in July 1813, 
resumed her dose alliance with France, and declared 
war anew against Sweden, and also against Buaaia 
and Prussia — both of which powers insisted on tbe 
surrender of Norway to Sweden. Bemadotte soon 
mastered Holstein and Slesvig, and Napoleon being 
already driven to bay within his own frontiers, could 
not aid his northern ally. The result was that Den- 
mark was compelled to sign a discusrtrons peace at 
Kiel, whereby she gave up Norway to Sweden, 
merely receiving the paltry province of SwediA 
Fomerania, and the renunciation of some pecuniaiy 
claims, in exchange for a kingdom. Danes and NQ^ 
wegians alike bitterly bemoaned this humiliating 
surrender, and the latter even vainly took up arms, 
under the Prince of Holstein, to resist incorporation 
with Sweden. 

"The very foremost of the Danish nobles who 
protested against the annexation of Norway to Swe- 
den was the now very aged Count Vonved. He 
headed a powerful army who insisted that Denmark 
would be for ever dishonoured if her king gave up 
H Norway, which had been an integral portion of the 

'•j Danish dominions for four centuries. Their oppo- 

•i sition was in vain, and indeed the Danish government 
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could not possibly avoid yielding to the grasping de- 
mand of their enemies, and were absolutely compelled 
to make peace by the sacrifice of Norway. But King 
Frederick, already dreadfully irritated by the himiili- 
ation of his kingdom, and its dismemberment, was 
stung to the quick by the indignant and daring pro- 
test of the Count of Elsinore, which he erroneously 
attributed as much to personal spite as to patriotism. 
The fire of his ancient quarrel with the Count, which 
had never been extinguished, now burst forth into a 
flame, and was fed by the recollection that Count 
Vonved had been a determined opponent of the 
declaration of war with Sweden in 1808. The in- 
censed monarch this time resolved to utterly crush 
the man whom, all his life, he had both hated and 
feared. He caused Coimt Vonved to be suddenly ar- 
rested on a charge of high treason, and kept him closely 
confined as a State-prisoner in Citadellet Frederick- 
.shavn, until charges could be prepared, and arrange- 
ments made for his trial — i£ trial it could be called." 

"And where was young Lars Vonved at that 
time?" 

" Far away. His ship was on a cruise to Iceland 
and the Danish settlements on the coast of Greenland. 
Had he known at the time what had befallen his 
beloved and revered grandsire, Jiis proud young heart 
would have burst, or he would have gone mad. The 
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Mends of Count Vonved — for he yet had some powers 
fal and devoted Mends — ^were no less indignant than 
alarmed at his imprisonment on such a monstrous ao« 
Qusation. They attempted to interpose on his behalf 
but the king only beoame the more irritated and fixed 
in his purpose, nor did he fedl to hint to them that 
they had better attend to their own safety. He also 
intimated that it would have been well had Count 
Vonved shared, in 1772, the fate of Counts Struensee 
and Brandt, whom he had so ohivalrously defended, 
as well as Queen Matilda. And perhaps it would,'' 
added Captain Yinterdalen, in a strange voioe, after 
a musing pause; ^^for although his life thereafter 
was one of brilliant renown, yet had he, too, been 
legally murdered even as his queen, and CoimtB 
Struensee and Brandt were murdered, he would have 
been spared the inexpressibly maddening blow whioh 
befel him when his age far exceeded the span pre- 
scribed by the inspired Psabnist. But G-od only 
knoweth what is best, and what is right and what is 
wrong, for man does not and never can." 

"What, then, was the fate of Count Vonved?" 
asked Amalia, in a tone of sorrowftd sympathy and 
awe. 

Captain Vinterdalen's features sharply contracted, 
and a sort of spasm passed over them, whilst his 
flashing eyes and dilated nostrils betokened the 
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emotions of his soul. Yet his voice was cahn and 
measured as ever when he replied : 

'^ They impeached him, after a long imprisonment 
— ^impeached the heroic old soldier, whose honour 
was as bright and unstained as his sword — ^impeached 
the descendant and representative of Denmark's an- 
cient kings — ^impeached the noble-minded, unselfish 
patriot, whose first thought had ever been for his 
country, and his last for himseK — ^impeached Knut 
Vonved, Count of Elsinore, at the age of eighty-five, 
on the charge of high treason ! " 

" And the result?" breathlessly demanded Amelia. 

^^ The result was, that the creatures of the court 
succeeded by desperate and imscrupulous exertions in 
obtaining his condemnation, although even they felt 
at their hearts' core that a more hellishly imjust 
verdict never was pronounced. Count Vonved was 
attainted of high treason, his property, rights, pri- 
vileges, and heritages, of every description, were 
declared forfeited, and he was sentenced to die a 
traitor's death on the scaffold." 

" 0, TTJTnlen ! and did King Frederick authorize 
the execution of that grand old man ?" 

" He dared not ! There are limits to the vengeance 
even of a despot. All Denmark thrilled with horror 
and burning shame and indignation when the sen- 
tence on the glorious old Coimt of Elsinore was 
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promulgated, and the king hastened to mitigate it. 
He confirmed the attainder and forfeiture, but, hy 
an act of ^ royal mercy/ he spared the life he dared 
not take, and contented himself by a decree of ban- 
ishment from the kingdom. Ay, at the age of eighty*' 
five, Enut Yonved, accompanied by one old and 
devoted servitor, was cast forth from the oountzy 
which his ancestors had ruled for many centuries, 
and for which his more immediate progenitors, and 
himself, his sons, and his grandson, had fought and 
bled, and some of them had died to defend. In his 
extreme old age he was ignonuniously banished, and 
forbidden to return under penalty of death." 

^^ The great-hearted, majestic old hero ! Gould he 
survive tfuit?^^ 

" Thou may'st well ask the question, my wife; but 
he did survive it, and he does survive it." 

"Does?" 

"Ay." 

" What ! Do you ^really say that the Ciount of 
Elsinore yet lives P " 

" Lars Vonved is the Coimt of Elsinore." 

" Then, his grandsire cannot be living ?" 

" You forget the attainder of that grandsire. A 
noble loses his title and dignities when attainted; 
but although his property and heritages are forfeited, 
his heir, in an exceptional case, may succeed to the 
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title. No sooner was Enut Yonved attainted of high 
treason than his grandson, Lars, legally became 
Count of Elsinore." 

'^ But the glorious old man! tell me, is he living?" 

"He is." 

«0, mel" 

"Ay, he who for fifty years um the Count of El- 
fiinore is now simply Eiiut Yonved, a degraded and 
banished man." 

" He must be a century old ?" 

" More than thai He is in his hundred and fourth 
year." 

"And where is he?" - 

" I do not fear to tell you, my wife. He is in his 
native country." 

" Then he has been pardoned P" 

Captain Yinterdalen smiled bitterly. 

" "King Frederick has not granted a pardon, and 
Knut Yonved never sought pardon, for that would 
be tantamount to an admission of guilt. He would 
reject a ^ pardon ' with unutterable scorn, unless ac- 
companied by an admission of his innocence and a 
restitution of his rights ; and that he would deem a 
reconciliation, not a pardon. He, long years ago, 
returned from his penal exile, and, at the risk of his 
life paying forfeit, he has continued to secretly reside 
in the very capital of his country; for his love of 
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Denmark has only increased with his years and his 
nnmerited wrcmgs ; and he hopes the last breath he 
inhales will be native ur.'' 

'^ The risk of betrayal must have been great P" 

'^ Very few, indeed, know who the centenarian re- 
dnse is; and they are men who would die rather than 
betray him. I believe, too, that if he were denounoed, 
even Eong Frederick himself would not wish to re- 
banish him, nor permit him to be further molested. 
He who would pursue with legal vengeance a man 
more than a century old would be execrated by man- 
kind. The king will probably never pardon or forgive 
Knut Yonved in his heart, for he must feel that ha 
has hideously wronged him ; yet Frederick, albeit he 
has been cruelly vindictive, is not a monster, but a 
man of kingly qualities, and capable even of great 
generosity and magnanimity, as I have heard and 
believe." 

" I am glad, Vinterdalen, that your love for your 
outlawed Mend does not render you unjust towards 
your sovereign. And now, tell me what befel that 
Mend, for your story of his life approaches a great 
crisis, I conjecture?" 

" It does so ; the pivot of his career now turned, 
and in the twinkling of an eye his ftiture life was 
awfdUy stamped with the admantine seal of inexor^ 
able destiny." 
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CHAPTEE Xni. 
THE TRUE STORY OF LARS VONVED — Continued. 

**I said/' resumed Captain Vinterdalen, "that 
the ship of Lars Yonved was on a cruise to Iceland 
and to Greenland when Count Vonved was imprisoned 
and tried. During this cruise the captain of the Her^ 
kules, a brave and exceedifigly gentle and kind-hearted 
old man, with whom Lars Yonved had ever been a 
special favourite, died at sea on the homeward pas- 
sage, and the first lieutenant, Bjom Loghelle by 
name, and a Nordlander by birth, of course assumed 
the command. lieutenant Loghelle was as much 
hated and feared as the deceased captain had been 
beloved. He was naturally a coarse, unfeeling, brutal 
tyrant ; and although a good seaman, he was a pro- 
foundly ignorant man in every other respect, and 
was habitually gross, both in manners and language. 
More than eight months had elapsed since any news 
from Denmark had been received on board the 
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Herkules, and every one was naturally exoeedingly 
anxious to learn what had happened in that long in- 
terval to personally interest him. The ship, on en- 
tering the Sound, was hove-to off Elsinore, expressly 
to obtain inteUigenoe of the latest events of that ex- 
citing period, when our noble country — for a noble 
little country Denmark is ! — ^was fighting for her very 
existence as a nation against a world in arms. In 
compliance with the signal hoisted, a boat speedily 
put off fix)m Exonborg. The officer in the boat alone 
boarded the Herkules, bringing with him a bundle 
of newspapers. lieutenant Loghelle at once led him 
to the cabin, to overhaul the world's news. For a fall 
hour they remained below, and meanwhile all the 
officers had clustered on the quarter-deck, eagerly 
exchanging conjectures on the possible events which 
had happened, whUst the crew held whispered con- 
verse with the men in the boat at the main-channels. 
At length the acting captain, Lieutenant Loghelle, 
reappeared, and, staLkiag into the midst of the officers, 
he shouted, in a voice that was distinctly heard by 
every seaman on deck — * Here's grand news ! That 
hoary villain. Count Vonved, has been brought up 
with a round turn at last ! Ay, jambed hard and 
clinched fast, and never a knife at hand to cut the 
seizLQgs ! The old scoimdrel is condemned to die the 
death of a traitor ! They ought to have brought hiTT\ 
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on ihe soaffold forty years ago ! ' As he spake these 
wordsy amid the breathless silence of the officers and 
crew, he stared fiill at young Lars Yonved, whom 
he had long hated — ^for what reason he himself only 
knew. Lars had listened with mingled horror and 
incredulity; and when he could speak — ^for at first 
the shock ahnost paralysed him — ^he firmly demanded 
what was meant by such a stiettement P Lieutenant 
Loghelle replied by relating in a tone of triumphant 
malignity— referring^ aa he spoke, to the official ga- 
zette—the trial and condemnation of the Coimt of 
Elsinore ; and he concluded by observing, with a 
diabolical sneer, that he would give yoimg Lars leave 
of absence on the morrow, expressly to witness the 
public breaking of his grandfather's shields in Kon- 
gens Nytorv." 

" The breaking of his shields P What does that 
meanP" 

" I will explain. The shields of the Knights of the 
illustrious order of the Elephant, and also those of 
the Enights Grand Cross of the Dannebrog, are sus- 
pended in the gallery of the chapel of the Boyal 
Palace of Frederiksborg, during their lifetime, and 
when they die, their shields are removed to a crypt, 
or under-ground haU, and arranged in order. The 
shield of Napoleon the Great has recently been added 
to those of the deceased knights. Coimt Vonved was 
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a Enight Grand Gross of the Dannebrog, and a 
Knight of the Elephant — nobles only being admitted 
into the latter order. For nearly sixty years his 
shields, or esoatcheons, of the two orders had ooou* 
pied a distinguished plaoe in the gallery, and he bad 
for some time been the senior knight of both orders. 
When a knight is attainted, his shield is torn down 
from its plaoe of honour, and, with sound oi tromprt 
and proclamation of heralds, is borne to the chief 
public square, and there literally broken to pieoes by 
the headsman — a degradation than which nothing 
can surpass. And the shields of the Gount of ELd- 
nore were to be thus publicly broken in the huge 
place of Eongens Nytrov on the morrow, and it was 
to behold this frightful infamy of his grandfather 
that lieutenant Loghelle proposed to grant leave of 
absence to Lars Vonved." 

" 0, the cowardly wretch ! the monster ! the de- 
mon ! " exclaimed Madame Yinterdalen, with heart- 
felt abhorrence. 

" Ay, he was a viperous wretch, and his proposition 
was fiendish. The officers and crew of the Herkules 
could not restrain their indignation, and murmurs 
and muttered execrations burst forth on every side." 

« And Lars Vonved himself P What said he ? " 

A ghastly smile flickered o'er the lineaments of 
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Captain Yinterdalen, and he answered in a low terri- 
ble voice — 

" Lars Vonved spoke not a word ; but he uplifted 
his right arm, and smote the foul-mouthed tyrant — 
smote him to the deck, bleeding and senseless.? 

"Not dead!" 

" Very nearly so. The blow had horribly shattered 
his jaw and mouth, and it was believed he must die; 
but he eventually recovered, and yet lives, and yet 
suffers a richly merited pimishment — ^for he is misera- 
bly maimed, and cannot articulate distinctly. Ay, a 
single blow from the hand of Lars Vonved heavily 
avenged his grandsire on that vile wretch. Lars was 
only a stripling of nineteen, but even then his arm 
was mighty to smite." 

" What I have heard, then, is true— Lars Vonved 
is now a man of enormous bodily strength P" 

" There are doubtless stronger men in the world ; 
but he has never yet met with one who could return 
his grip, or withstand his blow. But tell me, Amalia, 
dost thou pity Loghelle P" 

" No, I do not. He deserved what befel him." 

" And dost thou condemn young Xjars Vonved for 
smiting his captain P" 

" I blame In'm not. There are some provocations 
so indescribably diabolical, that they remove the per- 
petrator beyond the pale even of woman's pity ; and 
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had Loghelle died on the spot from the blow of liars 
Vonved, all my sympathy would have been with tha 
noble youth. No human being, possessing a spark of 
honourable feeling, would condemn Lars Yonved toat 
doing what he did." 

A gleam of intense joy and thankfulness uplit the 
features of Captain Yinterdalen as he listened to the 
spirited words of his wife. 

" And yet," continued he, "though no man worthy 
the name of man, condemned, in his heart, Lars 
Vonved, the laws — ^the pitiless iron laws — awarded 
him the penalty of death." 

« Ah me I" 

" That was inevitable. By the naval laws of all 
nations, to strike a superior officer is a crime punish- 
able by death. The court-martial, however, strongly 
recommended him to the mercy of the king, on the 
groimd that the provocation given him by Lieutenant 
Loghelle, as proved by the imanimous testimony of 
the officers of the Herkules, was most dastardly and 
infamous. The king did not overlook the recom- 
mendation." 

" He granted mercy P " 

" Ay, he granted mercy ! " rejoined Captaia Yin- 
terdalen, and he fairly hissed the words through his ^ 
teeth, in a manner that caused his wife to start and 
shudder. " What thinkest thou was this royal mercy P" 
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"A free pardon P" murmured Amalia, almost 
frightened by the look and attitude of her husband. 

" A free pardon! " echoed he, with a wild gurgling 
laugh. ** No, but a doom worse than death itself. 
Lars Yonved's sentenoe was ohanged to slavery for 
life : the last of the Yaldemars was doomed, at the 
age of nineteen, to pass the residue of his life as a 
convict, a * slave,' a constant associate of the vilest 
felons. There was mercy for you! royal mercy! 
kingly mercy ! mercy from the foimtain of earthly 
justice. live King Frederick ! " 

Captain Yinterdalen's long-sustained composure 
began to give way as he narrated the monstrous 
legal cruelty to which Lars Yonved had been a vic- 
tim, and so irrepressible grew his emotion, that his 
wife trembled, and for the first time she inwardly 
regretted that she had urged, and in a manner com- 
pelled him to relate the true story of the life of the 
Baltic Eover. 

"Ay," continued he, with an increasing excitement, 
which he no longer cared to suppress, "they seized 
Lars Yonved, and clad him in the abhorrent garb of 
felonry — ^and felonry of the blackest dye, for he was 
classed with the very worst of criminals. The last 
of the Yaldemars was clothed in the grey felon uni- 
form, with black sleeves to his jacket, and an iron 
dasp roimd his leg, upheld by a bar connected with 
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a ling aboTB the knee. Thus was he sent tarOi to 
Iibaar <m the roads and pnUio warks, in tiie day- 
time, and at night he was chained to a fellow-elaYe^ 
and. slept in a fietid dungeon in doee oontact witibi 
some fifly other sLayes. He reoeiTed onlj the gOYeom- 
ment allowance of eight skillings (2^.) a daj, to 
purchase food at the slaves' commissaiiaty and an 8Ib. 
loaf of Uaokiye-faread was also given him eveiyfinir 
days. His feUowHaUve, or comrade-felon, to whom 
he was doeely chained eveiy night, was a man who 
had been a thief firom childhood, and who had spent 
three-fonrths of his life in prisons, until he was finally 
condemned to hopeless slaveiy for the remainder of 
his existence. With that loathsome wretch, Lars 
Yonved toiled — ^with him he ate— by his side he slept 
—day and night they breathed the same air, shared 
the same lot. Do yon hear, and do yon understand, 
AmaliaP" 

'^ Yes, Yinterdalen," answered she, in a subdued, 
soothing tone ; '^ I imderstand, alas! only too well! " 

" Ha ! you comprehend, now, the * mercy ' of the 
king. The Book says ' the mercies of the wicked are 
cruer — does it notP See! that was the mercy of 
King Frederick ! He spared the life of the grandson 
^f Knut Vonved — ^he spared the life of Lars Vonved, 
Count of Elsinore — ^for from the moment his grand- 
sire was attainted, Lars legally became Count of 
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Elsinore, since the attainder was spedally restricted 
to the immediate offender — ^he spared the life, I say, 
of Lars Yonved, Count of Elsinore, the last descen- 
dant and representative of the ancient Kings of 
Denmark — spared it only to doom the youthfiil vic- 
tim to a fate a thousand-fold worse than death I " 

" Vinterdalen ! " exclaimed his wife, now quite 
alarmed at the terrible emotion her husband openly 
manifested; ^^do not agitate yourseK so— pray do 
not. Wilhelm, dear Wilhelm, you must " 

" SUence, wife ! " sternly and fiercely cried Captain 
Vinterdalen. " You insisted that I should tell you 
the true story of Lars Vonved, and you shall have it 
now, happen what may. The cup is ready mixed, 
and you and I will drain it together to the last dregs. 
It was to be. I have long foreseen this inevitable 
hour, and it is now come. I cannot spare thee if I 
would. Let our destiny be ftdfilled ! " 

He spoke with a savage vehemence, and as though 
proudly defiant of fate itself ; but his voice had an 
undertone of dire misery, remorse, and despair ; and 
his agitated lineaments and wildly gleaming eyes 
betokened deep agony of soul. 

Madame Yinterdalen quailed, ai^d gazed with 
mingled fear and amazement at her husband. His 
demeanour and his mysterious words were inexplica- 
ble to her, and bitterly did she now repent having 
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induoed In'm to oommenoe a narratiYe of iihe nature 
of whioh she had no oonoeption. He marked her 
rising perplexity and terror, and by an exercise of 
the wonderful self-command whioh he possessed, he 
resumed his story in a much cahner, yet still stem 
and determined tone. 

" Lars Vonved could have died, young as he was, 
with imshaken courage and resignation ; for had he 
been shot, as the sentence of the court-martial pre- 
scribed, such « death for such an offence would not 
have stained the honour of his race nor the illustrious 
title he rightfully bore. But to exist a felon-slaye I 
a manacled felon-slave for life ! Such was his doom. 
So Lars Yonved made a fearful compact with his 
soul, and ere his first week of slavery expired, he 
was free as the wild bird that skims o'er the blue 
surface of the sunny summer sea." 

"He. escaped?" 

" Ay, he availed himseK of the inalienable right 
and privilege of oppressed and outraged humanity : 
he bethought him of his God-giveii mighty strength : 
he arose in the dead of the midwinter night, and 
wrenched asunder the chain which riveted Tiim to his 
comrade-slave as though it were a cotton thread, and 
he burst forth from the felon hell, where horrors iu- 
oonceivable brooded, where atrocities imnameable 
were nightly perpetrated. He smote with his riven 
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manacles the anned guards who opposed his escape, 
and one of them he struck dead. But he was free I 
Free ! with life-blood on his hand, and the g^urgling 
death-cry of a man ringing through his brain." 

"0, horror!" 

" Dost thou condemn Lars Vonved for the deed ?" 
hoarsely demanded Captain Yinterdalen. 

^' Alas ! what can I say P I will not altogether 
condemn him, and I dare not pronounce hin^ guilt- 
less. ^ Thou shalt not kill thy brother man/ is the 
express and eternal command of our Almighty 
Maker." 

" It is so : but tell me, Amalia, thou who art a 
good and pious woman, dost thou not feel that a man 
may be so frightfully circumstanced that he is justi- 
fied — to human reasoning — ^in slaying his fellow P 
Bethink thee well of the awful, and imbearable, and 
unmerited doom of Lars Vonved, and say, if thou 
canst, in thy heart, condemn him for resolving to 
escape P" 

" No ; in my heart and conscience I cannot con- 
demn him for that ! " 

" Then why condemn him for the results of that 
escape P Self-preservation is the first law of nature, 
as the proverbial wisdom of the world testifies. The 
guards he smote, and the guard whom he slew, would 
have killed him on the spot without pity, had he not 
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o'ennastered them in self-defenoe. It was liberty or 
death with Lars Yonved — either altematiye to escape 
from the seething hell of felon slavery. He smote 
not to kill, but to escape. His blow was iinpremd- 
ditatedly, unintentionally fatal, and bitterly did he 
regret it." 

'^ 0, 1 am thankfiil to learn that he felt remorse !" 

" Eemorse ! He felt grieved for the man's death, 
but he repented him not of his escape, albeit pur- 
chased by the life of a fellow-creature. Again I ask, 
dost thou condemn him P " 

" Urge me not, Vinterdalen. I am only a weak, 
emotionable woman, and cannot answer thy subtle 
reasoning. It is not for me to estimate the blood- 
guilt — ^the imintentional blood-guilt, as I hope and 
believe — of Lars Vonved. He who readeth all hearts, 
and weigheth aU motives in an infallible balance, 
alone can rightly judge. For me, I can only pity 
Vonved — and I do so from my very soul ! " 

" 'Tis all I dare expect of thee ! " ejaculated Vin- 
terdalen, sighing heavily. " That was the first life- 
blood which stained the hands of Lars Vonved." 

"Ah me! only the first?" 

" He has taken Hfe since," gloomily answered 
Captain Vinterdalen ; " but only in open battle, and 
when absolutely compelled in self-defence. None 
blame him who know the circumstances." 
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^^ Ay, it may be that in the opinion of his fellow- 
men he was amply justified iq so doing, but how is it 
in the sight of Him who judgeth the heart and the 
reins, and is of too pure eyes to behold iniquity f 
Should not Lars Yonved tremble when he remembers 
that at the awfiil judgment-seat of his Creator he will 
be oalled to aooount for the blood he has shed, the 
lives he has taken, under whatever ciroumstanoes ?** 

^^ Ha ! and shall he alone be held guilty and ao- 
countable P Will not the Great Judge deem others 
participators, and more than participators, in his 
homicides P What drove Lars Vonved to be what he 
has been, and what he is P Thou didst freely acquit 
him of evil-doing when he smote his fiendish officer, 
and yet for that he was doomed to slavery for life, 
and all that he has since done amiss sprang from that 
one manly blow. Shall King Frederick himself not 
be held in some measure answerable for the uninten- 
tional death of his felon-guard at the hand of Lars 
VonvedP And what, after all, istheutmost possible 
guilt of this Lars Yonved compared with that of a 
crowned despot who makes war foi: lust of conquest, 
for sheer ambition, or even to avenge a supposed per- 
sonal slight or insult, and ruthlessly causes the deaths 
of tens and hundreds of thousands of men who never 
injured lum, and never saw his face P Yet shall this 
sceptred murderer of myriads have hireling priests to 
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bless him and to blasphemously chant Te Deums for 
his bloody victories, and millions of subjeots to ab- 
jectly hail him as a glorious conqueror, whilst Lars 
Yonved, who is no^ a mnrderer, and only has taken 
the breath of life by accident, or through inevitable 
necessity, in self-defence, is pitilessly judged and pro- 
claimed deserving the most Mghtfol death to which 
the cruelty of man can condemn his fellow. Ha! 
what sayest thou to this ?" 

" I cannot arg^e with thee, Yinterdalen," meekly 
replied Amalia, '^ and it would iU become me to do 
so, even if I could. Be it as thou wilt, my husband, 
and even as thou believest in thy souL But this only 
will I say, that if Lars Yonved has not any woxse 
deed to answer for than his unintentional homioide 
of the felon-guard who would have slain him had he 
not fought in self-defence, then he is more to be pitied 
than condemned by his erring fellow-beings. That 
is my true thought ; but God alone knoweth whether 
I am right or wrong therein." 

" May He bless thee, my own noble-hearted 
wife ! " tremulously exclaimed Captain Yinterdalen, 
and he added in a softened tone, ^^ Thou hast read 
thy Bible to some purpose, and art a Christian indeed. 
And this will I now tell thee: Lars Yonved has 
not done any deed which he laments more heartily 
than the unintentional homicide of that felon-guard, 
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for the man was only doing his duty, and had he 
killed Yonved, still it was only his duty. Let me say, 
moreover, that Lars Yonved hath, at the imminent 
risk of his own life, saved the lives of others^-ay, 
saved thrioe as many lives as it hath been his unhappy 
lot to take." 

" Ay, Yinterdalen, thou remindest me that I owe 
my life unto thee. Thy Mend, Lars Yonved, never 
saved life more gallantly than thou didst save mine 
in the rushing Elbe. I was the only one saved of all 
on board the fated yacht, and thou, a stranger, didst 
rescue me at thy own deadly peril." 

" I was merely an instrument in God's omnipresent 
hand ; and had I saved thee, AmaUa, a hundred times 
over, yet, I aver, thou hast infinitely repaid me by 
becoming my wife." 

" 0, Yinterdalen ! 0, my husband ! I feel at this 
moment that Love is stronger than Death, and that 
had Lars Yonved himself saved me as thou didst save 
me, I verily think I could and would have loved him, 
and cleaved unto him, even as I loved and clave, and 
ever will cleave unto thee, whilst my heart beats in 
my bosom!" 

What secret anguish is it that shakes the strong 
soul of Captain Yinterdalen at these words of his 
devoted wife P He utters a groan of agony , he spreads 
bis hands across his face, and^buming tears trickle 
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slowly throixgh his dosed fingers. His wife's heart 
throbs responsive, and thrioe she half arises as though 
to fling herself in his arms, but some inward impnlfle 
— it may be awfiil reepeot for her hnsband's unwonted 
emotion-^restrains her. 

Suddenly Captain Yinterdalen uplifts his head— 
his soul-struggles have^ oeased — he is sternly oom- 
posed, and evinoes little outward indication of ^ 
stormy passions whioh lately agitated him. He re- 
sumes his narrative in a tone as firm, clear, measured, 
and thoughtfol as that in which he spake until he 
described the appalling crisis in the fate of Laa 
Vonved. 

" A heavy price," said he, " was put on the head 
of Lars Vonved — thenceforth Vonved the Outlaw !— 
but he escaped beyond the seas, and went direct to 
the country in which his exiled grandsire had ob- 
tained a temporary refuge. He sought itnd found 
that aged victim of despotism — ^found him only to 
obtain one &rewell interview. What passed between 
them Lars Vonved has never told to living being. It 
is enough to knowthat Knut Vonved's love cmd pride 
of his grandson was only increased by what had be- 
fallen the latter, and he solemnly blessed Lars ete 
they parted never to meet again." 

^' Has Lars Vonved never seen his grandsire sinoe 
thenP" 



" No; both of An Mt 

©TBT. 

^' Andirbstbeeaiiieof Ims — K>jiiiiiig,aBdalrBftfy 
sofeazfdllyiiied?'' 

<^ He immediatefy anled inr Eorape, and diiEii^ 
the ensamg ten jens lie led a lafing life on licady 
eveiy ocean and aea of the gM^*" 

'' He ccmimiied to fellow hk inrfenkn ?*' 

'^ A7, he first e nte red the naral aerriee of one of 



tiie lepfobUcs of Soadi Amerifla, idnch had shaken 
off the Spanish yc^e, but he aocm giew disgusted 
with the servioe, ahfaongh he had attained a separate 
command within six months, fer he fennd the nascent 
naTj little, if any thing, better than a baocaneering 
squadron. Sobeeqiiently, however, when the great 
British captain. Lord Cochrane, accepted in 1818, 
the command-ia-chief of the Chilian fleet, he obtained 
command of a corvette belonging to that power, for 
he felt that he might serve with pride imder the most 
brilliant seaman-warrior who had arisen sinoo the 
death of Nelson — albeit England had cruelly puuitl\«Hl 
that noble successor to her race of Blakes, ltoiln«^i 
Hoods, St. Vincents, Duncans, and NelsouSi Wi\\\ \\w\ 
deprived him of his nobly-earned kouounit Mid (b< 
•lared him incapable of serving her agaiu, M ]mmm 
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he had been on tinoonBoioTiB tool in the hands of swin- 
dling speculators in 1814. On the 5th Noyember, 
1820, Lars Vonved had the honour of serving per- 
sonally under Lord Goohrane, when the latter out 
out the forty-gun Spanish frigate, Esmeralda, lying 
under protection of the batteries of the oastle of 
Callao. Fourteen boats, one of wiAoii Lars Yonved 
commanded, manned by 240 men, all volunteers from 
the different ships of the Chilian squadron, were led 
to this desperate enterprise by Lord Cochrane in per- 
son, and after a terrible midnight conflict, in which 
the Spanish crew had 120 killed and wounded, and 
the Chilian boarders, forty-one, the Esmeralda was 
captured, and triumphantly cut-out and carried off 
in spite of the heavy fire from the batteries. This 
exploit of Lord Cochrane rivals any similar one on 
record, and no action in which Lars Vonved was 
engaged, either before or since, has yielded him so 
much satisfaction in the retrospect, for he fought in an 
honourable cause — ^ay, and a sacred cause, as the Chi- 
Uans were battling for liberty against Spanish tyran- 
ny, and the capture of the Esmeralda gave the death- 
blow to the Spanish naval supremacy on the coast. 
A few weeks subsequently to this memorable affair 
Lars Vonved voluntarily resigned his commission." 

" Oh, why did he not continue in a service which 
at least was honourable ?" 
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" 'Tifl little thou knowest of the Chilian service, or 
thou wouldst rather marvel that Lars Vonved had 
not quitted it sooner. The officers of the Chilian 
navy were nearly all foreigners, and some of them 
were men whose antecedents were of an exceedingly 
questionable nature. But the Chilian government 
never required certificates of character. So long as 
a man was an able and daring officer, he was tho- 
roughly qualified to hoist their flag. Lars Vonved 
was an outlaw in his own country, but never had he 
yet committed a dishonourable deed, and he blushed 
with shame and humiliation to find hunseK occasion- 
ally associated with brother officers who were immiti- 
gated scoundrels, atrocious miscreants, possessing no 
- redeeming features but their nautical skill and reck- 
less valour. The wild and desperate service of the 
Chilian navy suited the temperament of Lars Vonved 
very well, but he loathed to serve with and to com- 
mand men who were devoid of honourable feelings 
and aspirations, and were pirates at heart, and little 
better than pirates in practice when opportunity 
served. Besides this, he considered himseK ill-treated 
by the Chilian authorities, who were notoriously un- 
grateful to the foreign officers, without whose skilful 
aid they probably would never have achieved the in- 
dependence of their country. Some of the Chilian 
officers, especially those who were British subjects. 
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nobly oontragted with the oharacter and oonduot of 
others ; and in yarions grades of the servioe, from 
the oonunander-in-ohief down to petty offioers, men 
were to be mdt with who would have refleoted honour 
on any flag in the world. With one officer of this 
class, Lars Yonved oontraoted a brotherly Mendship 
— a friendship which death alone will sever." 

"WhowasJieP'' 

''An "RnglishTnan who served as first lieutenant of 
the Chilian corvette Yonved commanded. His name 
was Marmaduke Dunraven, a scion of the younger 
brauoh of a very ancient and noble family, and he 
had commenced life as a midshipman iu the British 
navy. In his twenty-second year he obtained a lieu- 
tenant's commission, but not many months subse- 
quently, he mortally quarrelled with his captain, on 
discovering that the latter had most infamously sup- 
planted him in the aflfections of a young lady whom 
poor Dunraven passionately loved, and whose minia- 
ture he yet wears on his breast, and ever will wear, 
I believe, until his heart ceases to beat. He openly 
reproached the captain with his abominable treachery, 
and challenged him. The result was that Dunraven 
was tried by a court-martial and dismissed the service. 
This happened on the Pacific station, and shortly af- 
terwards Lars Yonved met Dunraven at Yalparaiso, 
and became somewhat intimate with him. They 
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pBrted, and a year subsequently they met again, 
respectively as commander and first lieutenant of a 
Chilian corvette. Thus thrown together in daily 
intercourse, the Dane and the Englishman speedily 
became warmly attached, for they appreciated each 
other, and entertained mutual sympathy and esteem. 
Dunraven was a manly, noble-minded fellow, but he 
was naturally of a saturnine disposition, and his pri- 
vate wrongs and his blasted professional prospects, 
had then made him, what he probably will ever be, a 
reserved, stem, and melancholy man. Yet he opened 
his whole heart to Lars Vonved, who in return con- 
fided his own sad history to his English friend. 
Henceforth their careers became inseparably linked. 
Dunraven vowed that he would ever faithfully share 
the fortimes of the Count of Elsinore, and well has 
he redeemed his pledge. Of course, when Vonved 
threw up his Chilian commission, Dunraven imitated 
him therein, and together they roved in many a 
remote land and sea, leading a life of perilous adven- 
ture. At length they purchased at Sierra Leone, a 
large condemned slaver, refitted her, and sailed for 
Europe. Lars Vonved had made up his mind to see 
his native land once more, even at the risk of his life. 
Having run the gauntlet of the Sound, regardless of 
a cannon-shot from the Castle of Ejx)nborg, as a sig- 
nal to heave to, he roved the Baltic for some time, 

VOL. I. o 
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maturing his plans for the fiiture. By degrees lie 
gathered a crew of veteran seamen on whom he ootdd 
thoroughly depend on any emergency, and becddes 
his larger vessel, the Skildpadde, he had a beautifol 
small joegt, which he ohristened the little Amalia.'' 

'^ Ah ! that was in compliment to some namesake 
of mine?" shrewdly questioned Madame Yinter- 
dalen. 

" It was so." 

"0,teU me about her!'' 

"The Little Amalia?" 

" No, no ! not the joegt, but the lady after whom 
she was named?" 

Captain Yinterdalen gazed at his wife with a^ 
inscrutable expression ; but instead of complying with 
her request, he continued his narrative. 

" Nearly all of Vonved's offixjers and crew were 
men whom misfortune, and in some instances crime, 
had rendered outlaws like himseK, but once under 
his command, they were trained to habits of perfect 
obedience and strict discipline, and, moreover, he 
and they were bound together by an awful mutual 
compact. When he found his followers sufficiently 
numerous and devoted to his service, he commenced 
that phase of his career which has earned for him the 
appellation of the Baltic Bover. I mentioned that 
Christian I. had granted to the Count of Elsinore, in 
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petrpetuityy a oertain share of the income deriTable 
from the Soimd Dues, and this had been paid them 
down to the period when the grandfather of Lais 
Yonyed was iniqnitouslj attainted, and his rights, 
privileges, and heritages, consequently were forfeited. 
Lars Yonved held connoil with his conscience, and 
mentaUj argned thns : — *' Mj grandsire has been nn* 
jnstly attainted, and I, his heir and successor to his 
title and rights, am legally but immorally, deprived of 
the ioaUenable inheritance of my forefathers. I have 
a clear moral right to obtain restitution of my heri- 
tage, but I "can never obtain it legally. What I 
cannot get by legal right, I will by physical might, 
and in my case might will indeed be right.' He cal- 
culated the arrears which he considered due unto him, 
and also the portion for the current year, and forth- 
with commenced a daring system of reprisal, captur- 
ing government property wheresoever he could, 
generally at sea, in vessels of inferior force to his own, 
and iQoapable of successfully resisting him (for he 
earnestly wished to avoid bloodshed), and occasionally 
at custom-houses, and naval depdts, adjacent to the 
shore. By this means he speedily seized sufficient to 
cover the arrears due to him, and ever since he has 
annually obtained what he considers payment of his 
heritage, in the same manner. He has kept a very 
accurate account (audited by his officers, and verified 

o2 
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by their signatures) of the money and the money's 
worth he has forcibly seized, and he has oonsoienti- 
oosly abstained from taking one skiUing's value be- 
yond the sum rightly due to him. Dost thou think 
him justifiable in all this, Amalia P" 

Ama.1ia made a silent gesture, equally expressive 
of amazement and dissent, and she significantly asked 
if Lars Yonved's own conscience did or did not rebuke 
him. 

Her husband replied with some deliberation, but 
he firmly denied that Vonved was criminally guilty. 

^^ He only takes what is hiis own, withheld from 
him by a cruel and unjust sentence of the law, and 
remember, Amalia, that which he forcibly lakes i& 
the property of the king — ^national property. No 
private individual sufiers loss thereby. Vonved is 
legally wrong, but morally right." 

" He may think so, but I cannot. Tell me, Vin- 
terdalen, does not Vonved capture merchantmen, 
and" 

" Capture merchantmen ! " thundered Captain 
Vinterdalen, his features blazing with indignation, 
mingled with profound surprise at the idea. " What ! 
after aU that I have told thee of the lineage and the 
personal character of Lars Vonved, dost thou still 
imagine him to be capable of such an atrocity? 
Piracy ! rank piracy ! the Count of Elsinore stoop 
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to that ? No ! he would die a thousand deaths 
rather than do such a thing. Lars Vonved a pirate !" 
repeated he, in a tone of ineflfable scorn. " Never 
has Lars Vonved wronged any man of the value of a 
feather. That which he takes from King Frederick 
is his own, wickedly denied him, whatever the world 
may think or say to the reverse." 

"Be not wroth with me, Vinterdalen," gently 
urged Amalia, " but thou thyself has just told me 
that most of Vonved's crew are outlaws — some through 
misfortune, others through crime. Vonved may scorn 
, to commit an act of piracy, but who shall answer for 
his desperate crew ?" 

" Vonved himself," proudly and sternly replied 
Vinterdalen. " Woe betide the follower of Lars 
Vonved who dares to commit a dishonest deed whilst 
sailing under his flag ! The laws and ordinances of 
his service are far more severe than those of King 
Frederick's own navy, and the penalty foranyoflfence 
is unrelentingly enforced." 

" Vonved is a veritable Sea-King ! " exclaimed 
Madame Vinterdalen, more and more astonished and 
perplexed at every fresh revelation she heard. 

" Ay, he may not imtruly be so designated, albeit 
the world dubs him the Baltic Eover. He accepts 
that title, for a rover he certainly is, but a pirate— 
jiever ! " 



294 VONVED THE DANE: 

*^ Yet," pursued Amalia, '* how does he Tnaintain 
his large crewP" 

'* Hitherto he has found his reyenue amply suffi- 
dent to liberally pay them, and they are well content 
to risk their lives in his desperate service— for a des- 
perate servioe it is, insomuch as the life of any fol- 
lower of his would inevitably be forfeited were he to 
Ml in the clutches of the Danish government." 

" And has that never happened P " 

" Several of Vonved's crew have, from time to 
time been captured, but Vonved never fedled to rescue 
them from their impending doom, either by open 
force or secret manoeuvre. On one occasion Lieute- 
nant Dunraven was taken prisoner through impru- 
dently going ashore at a small sea-port where a Danish 
frigate happened to be lying in harbour, and he was 
recognised, seized, and conveyed on board her. She 
was to sail within eight-and-forty hours for Copenha- 
gen, and if she once arrived there with Dunraven, 
his case was indeed desperate. Lars Vonved in- 
stantly planned the deliverance of his friend. The 
captain of the frigate invariably spent the day at the 
town, and came off to his ship late in the evening in 
his gig. The evening of the day subsequent to Dun- 
raven's capture, proved highly favourable for Vonved's 
design, being dark, rainy, and squally. His two 
vessels, the Skildpadde and the little Amaliaj^ 
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hovered closely off the harbour after nightfall, and he 
himself quitted them in a boat, manned by a power- 
ful armed crew." 

*^ Ah, I can guess his intention ! " exclaimed Amalia. 
" He meant to seize the captain of the frigate him- 
self as a hostage for Dunraven— did he not ? What 
a desperate design ! " 

" Lars Vonved would have done something incom- 
parably more desperate to save his bosom friend, had 
it been necessary — ^but it was not. The frigate's gig 
returned from the town unusually late that night, 
and when half-way from the shore, Vonved boarded 
and carried it by surprise. There was a brief struggle 
and some little bloodshed, but happily no one was 
dangerously wounded. Captain Graffel and his gig's 
crew were secured, and threatened with immediate 
death if they made any outcry. In another hour 
they were on board the Skildpadde. * Captain Gaf- 
fel,' said Vonved, * I do not wish to harm a hair of 
your head, but it now rests entirely with yourseK 
whether you quit this vessel alive or not. You have 
my chief officer a prisoner in your frigate, and I have 
seized you and your people as hostages for his safety/ 
* What would you have ? What can I do ?' asked 
the astoimded captain. ' You must instantly write 
a peremptory order to your first lieutenant,' answered 
Vonved, ' instructing him to release lieutenant Jhrn- 
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raven, and to deliver him to the bearers of the order. 
If you do this, and my officer safely returns on board 
before daybreak, I will immediately liberate you and 
your gig's crew : refuse, and i/our life shall infallibly 
answer for his life ! ' Captain Gaffel was not a very 
brilliant officer, but he was an exceedingly sensible 
man. He knew enough of Lars Vonved to be aware 
that the Eover would rigidly do what he threatened, 
fearless of all consequences, and, in a word, he com- 
plied. He wrote the required order at Vonved's 
dictation, and one of the Skildpadde's boats was im- 
mediately despatched with it to the frigate. On 
approaching the latter, the cockswain of the boat 
answered the hail of the sentinels by saying it was a 
shore-boat with a letter from the captain to the first 
lieutenant, requiring immediate dehvery. The boat 
was then permitted to come alongside the frigate, and 
the letter was handed on board. The iSrst lieutenant 
read it with astonishment, but he well knew that the 
handwriting was no forgery, and as the order it con- 
veyed was most precise and peremptory, he dared not 
hesitate to obey. Very probably he imagined that 
his captain had discovered that their prisoner was 
not the man they had believed, especially as Captain 
Q-aflFel's note mentioned that he himself should not 
return on board until Dunraven had re-landed. Be 
this as it may, no questions were asked of the men 
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in the supposed shore-boat, and Dunraven was at 
once permitted to depart in her. He was speedily 
restored to his Rover Mends, and Vonved forthwith 
set the involuntary hostages at liberty; and poor 
Captain GaflFel rowed away in his gig in a state of 
mind by no means enviable." 

" And did he not pursue the Rover in his frigate 
as soon as he got on board ?" 

" Pursue Vonved's vessels in his rotten old tub of a 
jackass frigate !" laughed Captain Vinterdalen. " Why, 
he might as well have sailed in chase of the clouds 
scudding in the sky overhead! Even had it been 
broad noon-day, before his frigate could have weighed 
anchor and made sail, the Skfldpadde would have 
been hidl down in the horizon. Vonved's vessels 
were the swiftest that ever " 

" Ah, Vinterdalen, didst not thou thyself erewhile 
remark that the race was not always to the swift, nor 
•the battle to the strong ? Sooner or later thy friend 
Lars Vonved may know this to his fatal cost." 

" He knows it well enough already, and he is not 
a purblind boaster. He is well aware that although 
his keels are the fleetest that ever parted the waters 
of the Baltic, yet an unforeseen surprise, or an un- 
avoidable accident, may at any time place his vessels 
in deadly jeopardy. Yet it is the literal truth, that 
hitherto he has successfully defied the eager efforts of 

o5 
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all the shipB of King Frederiok to capture them, but 
he himself has more than onoe, twioe, or thrioe, been 
captured and dungeoned — always with the same re- 
suli^' 

'* So I have heard ; but surely he cannot hope that 
the same marvellous good fortune will always attend 
himP" 

" Gtood fortune ! He is not a heathen, and he nei- 
ther believes in good fortune nor in bad fortune, nor 
in his star, nor in any superstitious fantasy, nor does 
he rely on any thing but his own resources, under 
the blessing of Providence. Yet he feels in his in- 
most soul that his career from first to last has been 
fore-ordained, and while acting as a free agent, he 
nevertheless bows to the decree of Omnipotence, and 
says in his heart, Let my destiny be fulfilled ! " 

" And dost thou assure me, on thy honour, Vin- 
terdalen, that Lars Vonved is not guilty of piracy, 
and the thousand crimes and atrocities which he is 
popularly believed to have perpetrated ?" 

" Ay, that I do, without one atom of equivocation 
or reservation. I have told thee the worst that can 
truly be laid to his charge— thou knowest the 'very 
head and &ont of his offending.' See what a con- 
simmiate liar Eumour is ! Wilt thou ever again 
believe the hundredth part of the evil attributed to 
any human being by the myriad-tongued voice of 
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that false and foolish abstraction, popular EnmonrP" 

" But how is it that although the name of the 
Baltic Eover is terribly familiar throughout our 
country, people only speak of him as Lars Vonved ? 
I never heard him alluded to as the Count of Elsi- 
nore. Do his own followers know that he is the last 
of the regal line of Valdemar, and that he is legally 
entitled to bear the illustrious title of Count of Elsi- 
nore?" 

" They all know it well, and many who are not his 
adherents know it also. But Lars Vonved, when he 
commenced his reprisals on King Frederick — ^when 
he first seized by force the heritage which was un- 
justly confiscated and withheld from him — ^resolved 
that, being outlawed, he %ould not bring a shadow 
even of apparent dishonour on the lofty title which 
had descended to him ere the decease of its rightful 
possessor, and he therefore careftdly abstained from 
assuming it, or permitting himself to be addressed 
as the Count of Elsinore. Thus it is that the world 
only knows him as Lars Vonved, and his officers and 
crew address him simply as Captain Vonved, by his 
own earnest wish and express command." 

" Ah, I can appreciate that trait in his proud na- 
ture.^' 

" And now, Amalia, thou knowest the true story 
of Lars Vonved." 
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" I know somewhat — ^but I would know more ! " 
retorted Amalia, with a keen and anxions glance at 
her husband. 

" More ! what more canst thou desire to know ? " 

" More — ^much more ! " reiterated she, gravely and 
significantly. " I wish to know about my namesake, 
the lady in honour of whom Lars Vonved christened 
his little joegt, *AmaKa;' and, above all, I tnust know 
the story of his wife. Amalia and his wife— axe they 
not one and the sjune P " 

" Thou art a true woman," said Captain Vinter- 
dalen, with a haggard smile ; " and dost intuitively 
pluck the heart of the mystery ! *' 

"Then I am right?" 

"Even so." 

" Well ! and who is this Amalia ?" 

" The wife of Lars Yonved." 

" Yes, yes ! but who was she ?" 

Instead of answering the question. Captain Vin- 
terdalen gazed at his wife with the same inscrutable 
expression which had so startled and perplexed her 
before, and he slowly, and as it were abstractedly, 
repeated — " who was she ? " 

" Yes, that is what you must tell me, and how she 
became " 

" The victim of Lars Vonved?" 

"Victim! Vinterdalen ! " and Amalia blushed 
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with the consciousness that her husband read her in- 
most thoughts as easily as the open pages of a book, 
whilst the expression of his countenance was to her 
unfathomable. 

"Ay, victim ! for didst thou not say that thy heart 
bled for the woman whose miserable lot it is to be the 
wife of the outlaw Vonved ?" 
. " Ah ! but that was before I knew his true story." 

" Then thy thoughts of Lars Vonved are not so 
hard as they were ?" 

" My opinion of him has undergone some change." 

"Is that all?" 

"I think," added Madame Vinterdalen, with a 
Kttle hesitation, "that, as you said, he is possibly 
more sinned agaiust than sinning." 

Even this admission did not seem to satisfy Captain 
Vinterdalen. 

" As much as may be truly said of thousands of 
outlaws and criminal outcasts ! " muttered he. 

" But Vonved's wife ! " again urged Amalia. "My 
namesake — ^tell me of her. How did Vonved win her 
affection?" 

" Even as I won thine — ^by saving her life at the 
risk of his own." 

" me ! what a coincidence ! " 

" Ay, she resembles thee in more than name." 
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" But did she know who Vonved really was when 
ahe gave him her heart P" 

" She knew he snatched her from the yawning jaws 
of death. Was not that enough for her to know P" 

As Captain Yinterdalen uttered these subtle words, 
he once more darted a soul-penetrating glance at his 
wife, whose curiosity was now excited to a painful 
degree, mingled with a vague yet palpable sensation 
of personal interest of an inexplicable yet dread na- 
ture. 

" No," resumed he, " she knew not that her pre- 
server was the outlaw, Lars Vonved. Had she known 
that, perhaps she " 

" She must have known it ere long ! " eagerly in- 
terrupted Madame Vinterdalen. " Vonved could not 
marry her without revealing his identity with the 
Eover, and moreover, I feel that he would not." 

"Would not!" 

" No, the chivalric spirit of honour inherent in the 
blood of Valdemar would never permit biTn to so de- 
ceive the woman who loved him. Am I not right P" 

Captain Vinterdalen's features sharply contracted 
as though a dead man's hand had gripped his heart, 
and his clenched teeth emitted a smothered sound of 
anguish — ^half cry, half groan. The spasm was brief 
as poignant, and when it passed away he was out- 
wardly calm and ammoved. 
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" Suppose, then," said he, in a subdued, plaintive, 
and sKghtly tremulous tone, " that Lars Vonved did 
reveal unto his betrothed whom he was, and what he 
was— dost thou still desire to know how thy namesake 
received his confession ?" 

'^ yes ! tell me all, I beseech thee ! " cried she, 
with an eager gesture. 

" I know the very words which were spoken by 
Lars Vonved and Amalia his betrothed — ^wilt thou 
hear them?" 

" Ah yes ! repeat to me every word ! " and as she 
spake, Madame Vinterdalen leant forward, trembling 
with undisguised anxiety, her features flushed, her 
eyes luminous. 

" I will do so," said her husband, and a peculiarly 
tender and touching expression o'erspread his face ; 
" and thou wilt bear in mind that the words are those 
of Lars Vonved and Amalia, after Vonved had told 
her the true story of his life, even as I have told it 
thee this night." 

" Yes, yes, I perfectly understand." 

" "Well ! " exclaimed Captain Vinterdalen, drawing 
a long, quivering breath, and looking piercingly at 
his wife, " they s^eko—ihm : 

" * Amalia," said Vonved, * I have told thee whom 
I am, and what I have done : my wrongs, my errors. 
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my sorrows, my deeds of violence— thou now knowest 
all. That I have ever striven to live up to an almost 
chivabic ideal of honour: that I am more sinned 
against than sinning : that not my own passions but 
a meroiless Destiny has shaped my wild and terrible 
career — all matters nought. The die has been oast, 
and I must abide it. Heaven is my witness that 
yhen I wooed and won thy love, I believed I could 
make thee happy as the wife of my bosom, but now 
that is impossible.' 

"'Impossible?' 

" * Ay, I speak with the calmness of despair ; I 
say it is impossible. There is guilt on my sotd: 
there is blood upon my hand — ^why dost thou press it 
to thy heart?' 

" ' To wipe that blood away ! ' 

" * And thou weepest ?' 

" ' To wash out the remembrance of thy guilt ! ' 

" * Amalia, if an angel's tears could blot out the 
record of my sins in heaven, I verily tln'nlr thine 
would be as efficacious upon earth. But it cannot 
be. I have sown the wind and must reap the whirl- 
wind. I never loved but thee, and henceforth the 
memory only of that love will be all that remains 
unto me.' 

"' The memory only P' 

" * I have said it, Amalia. The love itself will 
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never perish ; but it were guilt added unto guilt to 
longer indulge in the selfish idea of its realization.' 

"*0h, Vonved!' 

" ' I have wronged thee, Amalia, in winning thy 
heart, for I could only oflfer thee a hand which, as 
thou knowest, is ' 

" * I understand thee : no more of that.' 

" * I could have borne my doom had I never seen — 
never loved thee ? ' 

" ' Is my love a curse ?' 

" ' Amalia! dost thou think that when a lost spirit 
views the gleaming gates of Paradise from afar, con- 
scious that they are closed for ever unto him, he feels 
any thing but an unspeakable augmentation of his 
agony and despair ? Thou art my earthly Paradise— 
but it is now for ever forbidden me.' 

" ' It is not.' 

" * Thy heart speaks — ^not thy mind.' 

" * My heart, my mind, my soul ! ' 

^* ' No, Amalia, the veil has fallen from my selfish 
'vision, and even thy voice Shall not allure me deeper 
into error and remorse. The brand is on my brow, 
and I go forth a hopeless outcast.' 

" ' Alone thou wilt not go.' 

" ' Amalia, for the love of God tempt me not ! We 
must part for ever.' 

*' 'Not tiU death!' 
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*^ * Whatever I onoe was, I am an outlaw — a piioe 
is on my head — an ignamhuoos doom o'eihangs me! ' 

*^ * Thou hast the more need of my love ! ' 

<< < I oannot kneel irith thee, Aifnalift — thou so pure 
and innooent^ I so g^oiUy and lost !' 

^^^Lars Yonved! heaven will listen unto thy 
prayers with more^ joy than unto mine ! Chod's ears 
are ever open, and had every act of thy life heen a 
mortal sin there is yet pardon and aeoeptanoe for 
thee. Say no more : thy lot is mine— mine is thine. 
Thou art not the monster thou wouldst peisuade me; 
and for what thou hast done amiss forgiveness may 
be earned, and we shall be happy even on earth, and 
win heaven together. I vriU ding to thee, and love 
thee, and cheiish thee more than ever I should have 
done hadst thou not revealed thy secret history ! ' 

" * Arnftlm ! ' 

" * Lead me this night to the altar ; let the priest 
of God unite us, and ere sunrise I will flee with thee 
to the remote climes thou hast oft described ; and a 
new life shall dawn on thee, and thou shalt become 
reconciled to thy fellow-men, to thyself, and to thy 
God!' 

"'Amalia!' 

" * Yes, I am Amalia, thy betrothed, and I will 
be Amalia the wife of thy bosom, and thy lot shall 
be my lot, thy comitry my country, thy God my 
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God. Together we will live, and the same pang that 
rends thy heart shall rend mine. In life, in death, 
we will be one ! * " 

Captain Yinterdalen ceased abruptly : he had said 
quite enough. His wife sat motionless as one en- 
tranced, but her hands trembled, her lips quivered, 
and her heart fluttered and throbbed in her bosom. 

" Thinkest thou that Vonved's Amalia said that 
which she ought to have said ?" 

" Had she spoken other words she were not worthy 
to become the wife of Lars Vonved!" vehemently 
exclaimed Madame Yinterdalen. 

"Ha! and thou — ^wouldst thou heLve clung the 
closer imto Vonved had he made such a revelation 
unto thee, and hadst thou promised to marry him, 
ignorant whom he really was ?" 

" Would I not ! Tea, verily, I would have loved 
him a thousand-fold more than ever!" was the pas- 
sionate response. " Little dost thou know the heart 
of woman, or of what she is capable, or thou wouldst 
not ask the question." 

"Wo, then, for Lars Vonved!" 

" What meanest thou, Yinterdalen P" 

" Yonved did not tell Amalia who he was before 
she became his wife. The conversation I have just 
repeated is imaginary." 
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" Did it not ensue between them ?" 

"Would to God it had!" 

" Then why didst thou repeat it to me as real ?" 

" That I might learn how thou wouldst have acted 
in the place of Vonved's betrothed. He feared to tell 
her that he was the outlaw, Vonved, lest she should 
cease to love him, and never become his wife." 

" Alas ! why had he not faith in the holy love of 
the woman who owed her life unto him ? She would 
have responded to his confession even as thou hast 
imagined her to do." 

" Ay, he knows it now. Bitter has been his re- 
morse. An evil spirit oft has whispered unto hiTn : 
* This thy wife whom thou lovest, and who loves thee 
devotedly; she whose happiness is centred in thee, 
who sleeps in thy bosom, and is the mother of thy 
boy, tell her whom thou really art, and she will 
curse thee to thy face, and flee from thee as from a 
fiend.' " 

" A fiend must have suggested such hideous mis- 
givings unto him." 

"Then thou believest that Vonved's wife would 
forgive him even now, and continue to love him and 
cleave to him, were he to say imto her : * I have de- 
ceived thee, my wife, these many years. Lo ! I am 
not he whom thou believest. I am Lars Yonved, the 
Outlaw — ^Vonved, the Baltic Rover ! " 
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"Forgive him even now! What! does not the 
wife of Yonved yet know whom her husband really 
is?" 

"She knew not yesternight!" responded Captain 
Vinterdalen, in a voice indescribably solemn and 
awe-striking. 

For a moment Madame Vinterdalen did not ftdly 
comprehend the import of these few momentous words, 
but for the first time a suspicion of the fearful truth 
indicated by this and the many other mysterious ex- 
pressions of her husband, conjoined with his amazing 
familiarity with the secret history of Lars Vonved, 
and his unaccountable emotion, and his jealous de- 
fence of the deeds of the Eover, flashed through her 
brain, and she sprang to her feet with a ciy that 
seemed to burst from her very heart* 

Captain Yinterdalen arose simultaneously, and 
husband and wife gazed at each other with terrible 
intensity. 

" Yinterdalen ! " at length ejaculated his wife, in a 
tone that thrilled to his heart's core, "in the name of 
God, what meanest thou?" 

He uttered not a syllable, although his Ups moved 
involuntarily, and a sharp spasm convulsed his linear 
ments. . 

" Speak, for the love of God I " 



310 VOKVEB THE DANS: 

He did attempt to speak, but the words he 'woold 
have uttered were smothered, choked by the awfdl 
emotion that shook his frame. 

A third time did the piteous appeal of his wife zing 
through his heart, brain, and souL 

"Speak!" cried she; " tell me what thou meanest 
— tell me, or I shaU die !" 

She smote her breast with one hand as she spoke, 
and the other she clutched hard over her heart, as 
though fain to check its dreadful throbbing. 

"Who art thou? Tell me for the love of God !— 
tell me, or I die!" 

" I am thine husband." 

"My husband! and who is A^.^ Art thou, — O, 
Himlen, — art thou indeed none other than " 

" I am he whose true story thou hast heard." 

" 0, my heart ! — ^my God, have mercy upon me ! 
— ^Who art thou? Tell me, or my heart will burst I " 

"I, thine husband, am Lars Yonved, Count of 
Elsinore!" 

An appalling — ^a heartrending cry of the direst 
agony shrilly echoed through the room. 

Lars Vonved — Captain Vinterdalen no longer — 
strode a step forward as though to support his wife, 
who stood rigid as a statue, both her arms extended 
straight before her, and her features frozen, as it 
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were, in the extremity of terror and horror. Lars 
Vonved turned round, and lo! the door was wide 
open, and on the threshold stood an officer, drawn 
sword in hand, and behind him the whole passage 
bristled with the bayonets of King fVederiek's 
soldiers. 
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